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A PRELIMINARY NOTE

There is an old saying,
c Murder will out.' I am really

unable to see why this should be so. At any rate,

it is a statement impossible of proof, and one which

must always remain a matter of opinion. Because

certain clumsy criminals have placed themselves in

full view of that dull dog, the Law, we are asked to

believe that crime is invariably awkward. The logic is

not very obvious. I am convinced that many a de-

lightful member of society has found it necessary at

some time or other to remove a human obstacle, and

has done so undetected and undisturbed by those

pangs of conscience which Society, afraid of itself,

would have us believe wait upon the sinner.

ISRAEL BANK.
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ISRAEL RANK

CHAPTER I

It was the close of a bleak, autumnal afternoon. All

day long in the chill and windy atmosphere the dust

had been driven helter-skelter along the shabbier

streets of Clapham, whirling with it the leaves which

had fallen from the depressed trees in the gardens of

the innumerable semi-detached villas. Here and
there, fragments of torn paper rustled spasmodically

along the gutter as the driving gust caught them, or

—now that the dusk had fallen—floated spectrally for

a few moments in mid-air, like disembodied spirits,

essaying an upward flight, only to be baulked by a

lull in the wind and to come suddenly to earth again,

where they lay until the next gust of wind caught

them.

Among the dismal streets not one was more depress-

ing than Ursula Grove. As if to deprive it of the least

trace of individuality it was but a connecting link

between two more important residential roads running

parallel with each other, and even these were not

very important ; hence it is obvious that Ursula

Grove was humble indeed.

Each house had a yard or two of front garden entered

through cheaply varnished wooden gate-lets, which an-

1
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2 ISRAEL RANK

nounoed in faded gold letteringthat should anyone enter

he would find himself in Seaview, or on The Riviera,

as the case might be. Provided the name was inap-

propriate there appeared to have been no initial objec-

tion to its being anything. In fact, those responsible

for the christening of these desirable residences ap-

peared to have acted on the same principle as the

small builder, who, erecting houses at too great a

rate to be able to waste time in seeking appropriate

names, was accustomed to choose them haphazard

out of the newspapers, and thus christened two small

stucco atrocities joined together in semi-detached

matrimony, the Vatican and the Quirinal, because

these two names appeared in the course of the same
leading article.

Each house had a little bow window which belonged

to the drawing-room. If these bow windows could

have been removed and all the little drawing-rooms

placed, as it were, on exhibition they would have pre-

sented an extraordinary likeness. There were the

same three or four saddle-bag chairs, the same saddle-

bag sofa, the same little bamboo occasional table, and
the same little gilt mirror ; all luxuries that were

rewarded, apparently, by their own virtue and a sense

of their own unique beauty, for it was seldom that

their owners enjoyed them. In the summer the blinds

were kept down for fear the sun should spoil the carpet,

which it certainly would have done if it had been

allowed a fair field and no favour with the gaudy little

stiff squares of cheap Kidderminster. These front

rooms, although infinitely the largest and most con-

venient in the house, were never degraded to the level

of living rooms, however large the family. Sometimes

in the winter a fire was lighted on Sundays and the
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inhabitants sat round it, but by Monday morning at

breakfast time all traces of this revel had disappeared,

and the fire ornaments were back again, trailing their

gilded and tawdry finery over a highly polished grate,

glittering out on the darkened, frosty room, that sug-

gested nothing so much as the laying out of a corpse.

These chilly arcadias were the pride of their owners'

hearts, and if, when about their household work, they

heard the door of the sacred apartment open they were

immediately on the alert.

" Willie, what are you doing in the drawing-room ?"

" Nuffin', mama, I was only havin' a look."
" Then come out and shut the door immediately."

Willie, old enough to be troublesome, but not old

enough to go to school, would do as he was bid, at the

same time impressed by his mother's admonition with

a sense of the splendour of the mansion in which it was
his privilege to dwell.

The family always lived in the smaller sitting-room

—an apartment rendered oblong by the exigencies

of the staircase. These rooms were invariably fur-

nished, as were the drawing-rooms, with a depressing

similarity : two horse-hair arm chairs with the springs

in a state of collapse ; six ordinary dining-room chairs

to match ; some framed Graphic Christmas numbers
on the wall, an untidy bookcase, and the flooring a

waste of linoleum with a little oasis of moth-eaten rug

before the fire.

I mention these facts because the atmosphere of my
childhood is important in view of my after develop^

ment.

It was on such an evening as I have described—at

least, I am credibly informed that it was so—that

my father descended from his 'bus two or three streets

1—2
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4 ISRAEL RANK

off, and, after threading his way through the inter-

vening maze of semi-detached villadom, entered the

depressing length of Ursula Grove.

An unusual though not astonishing sight met his

eyes. The blinds of the first-floor-front of his own
house were drawn down and a bright light from within

glowed against them and streamed from under them.

It could not be his wife dressing for dinner, for they

did not have dinner, and had they been in the habit

of dining neither of them would have thought of dress-

ing. Their evening meal was tea ; it might be with

an egg or it might be with ham, but it was certainly

tea.

My father hastened his footsteps. The cause of

this phenomenon had suddenly dawned on him. He
opened the wooden gate-let with unwonted gentle-

ness and without letting it swing to, which was the

usual signal that he had come home. Then he went
round to the back and softly let himself in.

He walked along the passage and paused at the foot

of the stairs. There was borne down to him from

above the wail of an infant. He was obliged to catch

hold of the bannisters, for his heart leapt into his

mouth and nearly suffocated him.

He sat down on the stairs to recover himself, while

the tears of joy and pride welled into his tired eyes

and flowed down his faded cheeks.

The doctor on his way downstairs nearly fell over

him.
" Come, come, Mr. Rank, you must bear up. ' In

the midst of life we are in death.'
"

Apparently the doctor was condoling from force of

habit. The speech was certainly alarming, and my
father whitened.
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" But my wife ?"
u Mother and child, Mr. Rank, both doing well. It's

a boy."

The alarm disappeared from his face. He was a

father at last. " An Isaac was born unto him."
" May I go up ?" he asked timidly.

" Most certainly, but be careful not to excite the

patient."

My father went upstairs and knocked nervously.

The nurse opened the door holding me in her arms.

It is to my father's credit, however, that he hardly

cast a look at the desire of their married life, but

k crossed at once to the bed.

My poor mother looked up tenderly and lovingly at

the dowdy little figure bending over her, and smiled.
" It's a boy," she whispered, and then added :

" We
wanted a boy."

My father pressed her hand gently, but remembering
the doctor's instructions not to excite the patient

kissed her hps and stole gently out to look at his first,

though somewhat late, born. A puckered face, to

which the blood rushed spasmodically, clouding it

almost to the suggestion of apoplexy, was all he could

see. My father looked down at me and saw that I

was dark. I could not well have been otherwise if

he were to believe himself my father, for he was Jewish

from the crown of his well-shaped head to the soles

of his rather large feet.

If my mother is to be credited, he was when she

fell in love with him a singularly handsome little man,
but at the time of my birth the physical blight which

falls on nearly all men of our race towards middle age

was upon him.

She possessed a small cabinet photograph of him,

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK

taken when such things were a novelty. In early

years I was accustomed—misled by the out-of-date

clothes—to regard it as a very frumpish affair indeed.

When I grew up I came to think otherwise : for one
day, placing my hand over the offending clothes, there

looked out at me a face which, granting the wonderful

complexion which my mother always insisted he
possessed, was singularly handsome and very like

my own.

I only remember him as a faded little creature, who
had run to stomach to an extent which was absurd,

especially when it was contrasted with the extreme

thinness of the rest of his body. He was a commercial

traveller, and always attributed this inharmonious

excrescence on an otherwise slim form to the amount
of aerated waters he was obliged to mix with those

drinks the taking of which was indispensable to his

calling.

My mother was dark too, so it was little wonder
that such hair as I had when I was born was of the

blackest imaginable hue, as likewise were my eyes.
" He's a beautiful baby ; a bit small, but beautiful,''

said the nurse.

My father, who could not at the moment dissociate

my appearance from Mr. Darwin's theory of the origin

of species, tried to believe her, and stole downstairs,

where he made his own tea and boiled himself a couple

of eggs. A meat pie with the unbaked crust lying

beside it suggested that I had arrived quite un-

expectedly, as indeed had been the case. This perhaps

accounted for the fact that as a baby I was weakly.

Before the first year of my life was over, my doting

parents had gone through many an agony of suspense,

and my father had more than once slackened his steps
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on returning home after his day's work, fearing to enter

the house lest my mother should meet him and weeping

inform him that the tiny thread of life, by which I was
alone prevented from flying away and becoming a

little angel, had snapped.

But by dint of the greatest care from a mother, who,

whatever may have been her coldness to the outside

world, possessed a burning affection for her husband
and child, I was brought safely to my first birthday.

Sitting here during the last few unpleasant days

with nothing to entertain me but the faces of ever-

changing warders—whose personalities seem all to

have been supplied from one pattern—I have had time

to think over many things, and I have more than once

reflected whether I would not rather my mother had
been less careful and had allowed the before mentioned

tiny thread to snap.

My present nervousness, which even my worst enemy
will find excusable, tempts me to regret that her

extreme care was so well rewarded. My intellect,

however, which has always shone brightly through

the murk of my emotions, tells me—and supports

the information with irrefutable logic—that I am
an ignoble fool to think anything of the kind. I

question whether Napoleon would have foregone his

triumphant career to escape St. Helena. The principle

involved in his case and my own is the same. I have

had a great career ; I am paying for it—only fortunately

the public are asking an absurdly low price. It is only

when I have smoked too many cigarettes that I feel

nervous about Monday's ceremony.

One thing I trust, however, and that is that my
mother will not in any way be made unhappy, for

should her spirit have the power of seeing my present
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8 ISRAEL RANK

condition, and of suffering by reason of it, it would

give me the greatest concern.

But to resume. My arrival must have been an
immense comfort to my mother even more than to my
father. His business frequently took him away from

home for a week at a time, and although he rarely

failed to be with us from Saturday till Monday the

shabby little Clapham house had been very dull till

my shrill baby cries broke the silence of his absence.

Until I arrived to keep her company my mother had
been thrown almost entirely on her own resources,

and the reason of this loneliness is also the reason of

my strange career. They are inseparable one from

the other.

My mother had married beneath her. Her father

had been a solicitor in a fair way of business, blessed

with one son and one daughter. They were not rich

but they were gentlefolk, and by descent something

more. In fact, only nine lives stood between my
mother's brother and one of the most ancient peerages

in the United Kingdom.
My mother's maiden name was Gascoyne, and her

father was the great-grandson of a younger son. Her
father's family had for the last two generations drifted

away from, and ceased to have any acquaintance

with, the main and aristocratic branch of the family.

Beyond a couple of ancestral portraits, the one of

Lord George Gascoyne, my mother's great-grand-

father, and the other of that spendthrift's wife, there

was no visible evidence that they were in any way of

superior social extraction to their well-to-do but

suburban surroundings.

My father and mother were brought together in this

way. My mother's brother belonged to a cricket club
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of which my father was also a member. The two
struck up a friendship, although at a first glance

there could appear to be very little in common between
the successful solicitor's heir and the junior clerk in a

wholesale city house. My father, however, had a gift

of music which recommended him strongly to his new
friend, and, as my mother always said, a natural

refinement of manner which made him a quite possible

guest at the quasi-aristocratic house of the Gascoynes.
" Perhaps I was sentimental and foolish," my mother

would say, with that quiet, unemotional voice of hers

which caused strangers to doubt whether she could

ever be either, " but he had such beautiful eyes and
played in such an unaffected, dreamy way. And he

was so good," she would add, as if this were the quality

which in the end had impressed her most. " He might

have been much better off than he was, only he never

could do anything underhand or mean. I don't think

such things ever even tempted him. He was simply

above them."

My father became a great favourite with the house-

hold till he committed the intolerable impertinence of

falling in love with Miss Gascoyne. From the position

of an ever welcome guest he descended to that of a
" presuming little Jewish quill-driver," as my uncle

—

whose friendship for him had always been of a some-

what patronising order—described him.

In fact, my uncle was considerably more bitter in

denouncing his presumption than my grandfather,

who, his first irritation over, went so far as to

suggest that the best should be made of a bad job,

and that they should turn him into a lawyer, urging

his nationality as a plea that his admission into the

firm was not likely to do any harm.
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10 ISRAEL RANK

But my uncle was certainly right in receiving such

a proposal with derision.

" He hasn't even got the qualities of his race," he

said—although this very fact had been, till their

quarrel, a constantly reiterated argument in my
father's favour.

My father and mother were forbidden to meet, and
so one Sunday morning—Sunday being the only day
on which my father could devote the whole day to

so important an event—my mother stole out of the

house and they were married before morning service,

on a prospective income of a hundred a year. As mad
a piece of sentimental folly as was ever perpetrated by
a pair of foolish lovers.

The strange thing was that they were happy. They
loved one another devotedly, and my grandfather

—

though quite under the thumb of my uncle—sur-

reptitiously paid the rent of the small house where they

spent the whole of their married life, and which after a

time, still unkn6wn to my uncle, he bought for them.

My uncle, whom even when I was a child I thought a

singularly interesting man—and the estrangement was
certainly one of the griefs of my mother's life—had a

great opinion of himself on account of the family from

which he was derived.

He made a point of having in readiness all proofs of

his claim to the title in case the extraordinary event

should happen of the intervening lives going out one

after the other like a row of candles. His researches

on the subject enabled him to show a respectable

number of instances in which an heir even as distant as

himself had succeeded.

My mother's unequal marriage caused him to make
all haste in choosing a wife. He might not have
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betrayed nearly so much antipathy to my father as a

brother-in-law had not the Gascoyne earldom been one

of the few peerages capable of descending through the

female line. Thus, till he should have an heir of his

own, his sister and any child of hers stood next in

succession.

He chose his wife with circumspection. She was
the daughter of a baronet, not so reduced as to have
ceased to be respectable ; and the main point was that

the match would look well on the family tree. To his

infinite chagrin his first child died an hour after birth,

and Mrs. Gascoyne suffered so severely that a consola-

tion was impossible. It thus became inevitable that

should the unexpected happen the title would pass

after himself to his sister and her children.

He drew some comfort from the fact that so far my
father and mother had no child.

Whether it was the disappointment of his own
childlessness, or a natural disposition to ostentation, I

do not know, but from this time my uncle's mode of

living grew more extravagant.

Through the death of my grandfather he became
the head of the firm. He left the suburbs where he

had been born, and he and his wife set up house in

the West End, where they moved in a very expensive

set, so expensive, in fact, that in less than five years

my uncle, to avoid criminal proceedings—which must
have ensued as the result of a protracted juggling with

clients' money—put a bullet through his brains.

He was much mourned by my father and mother,

who had both loved him. He was a fine, handsome
fellow, good-natured at heart, and they had always

deemed it certain that one day a reconciliation would

take place.
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Inasmuch as my parents had never met my aunt

she oould not become less to them than she had been,

but evidently to show how little she desired to have

anything to do with them, she allowed their letter of

condolence to remain unanswered. Those who were

responsible for winding up my uncle's affairs forwarded

to my mother, in accordance with his wishes, the por-

trait of my ancestor, Lord George Gascoyne, together

with an envelope containing a full statement of her

claim to the Gascoyne peerage. My father, who was
certainly more interested than ever my mother was in

the documents that constituted this claim, took charge

of them, and I believe that at my birth not a little of

his elation was due to the fact that he was the parent

of a being so exalted as to be only nine removes from
an earldom. In time he came to regard himself as a

sort of Prince Consort whose claims as father of the

heir-apparent could not fail to be substantial.

I don't think there ever was a child more devotedly

tended than I was. Arriving late, and being the only

one, my parents were able to afford positive extrava-

gances in the way of extra-quality perambulators and
superfine toys, and in my earliest years it would have

been quite impossible for me to guess that I was other

than the child of affluence.

I was christened Israel Gascoyne Rank. From my
earliest years, however, I cannot remember being called

anything but Israel, and in my childhood if I were

asked my name I was sure to answer " Israel Rank,"
and equally sure to supplement the information by
adding, " and my other name is Gascoyne—Israel
Gascoyne Rank."

I suppose that it is due to my sense of humour

—

which has never deserted me and which I trust will
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not do so even at the last trying moment—that I

cannot help feeling just a trifle amused at the idea of

my saintly mother and my dear, lovable little father

carefully bringing up—with all the love and affection

which was in them

—

me. It must be admitted to

have its humorous side.

I played about the dingy house at Clapham during

my happy childhood and was strangely contented

without other companionship than my mother's. I

certainly betrayed no morbid symptoms, but was,

on the contrary, noted for a particularly sunny dis-

position. My mother declared that my laugh was most
infectious, so full was it of real enjoyment and gaiety.

I have always attributed my psychological develop-

ment along the line it afterwards took to a remark

made to my mother by a woman who used to come in

and sew for her.

I was playing just outside the room with a wooden
horse, when Mrs. Ives remarked as she threaded the

needle preparatory to driving the machine :
" Lord,

mum, I do believe that boy of yours gets handsomer

every time I come. I never see such a picture, never."

I was quite old enough to grasp the remark, and for

it to sink deep into my soul, planting there the seeds

of a superb self-consciousness. .From that moment I

was vain. I grew quite used to people turning to

look at me in the streets, and saying :
" What a lovely

child !" and in time felt positively injured if the passers-

by did not testify openly to their admiration. My
mother discouraged my being flattered—I suppose

from the point of view of strict morality, with which

I cannot claim acquaintance. Flattery is bad, and

yet at the same time it always seems an absurd thing

to talk to and bring up a child of exceptional personal
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attractions as if he or she were quite ordinary. If he

be a boy, he is told that personal attractions are of no
consequence, things not to be thought of and which

can on no account make him better or worse, and then,

whether girl or boy, the child finds on going out into

the world that it is as valuable a weapon as can be

given to anybody, that to beauty many obstacles are

made easy which to the plain are often insuperable,

and that above all his moral direction and his looks

stand in very definite relation.

It was of no use telling me that I was not exception-

ally good-looking ; I grasped the fact from the moment
of Mrs. Ives' flattering little outburst

My father was immensely proud of my appearance
;

I suppose the more so because he could claim that I

was like him and that I did not resemble the Gascoynes

in any way.

I was dark and Jewish, with an amazingly well-cut

face and an instinctive grace of which I was quite

conscious. I have never known from my childhood

what it was to be ill at ease, and I have certainly never

been shy. I inherited my father's gift of music.

With him it had never developed into more than what
might give him a slight social advantage ; with myself

I was early determined it should be something more,

and was quick to see the use it might be in intro-

ducing me into good society.



CHAPTER II

When I was about seven years of age my father died.

I think the cause was aerated waters, although I re-

member that on being shown his body after death

it looked so small that my mind hardly established

any very definite relation between it and the weary,

kindly little man with the abnormal waist whom I had

known as my father.

My mother must, I am sure, have sorrowed greatly,

but she spared my tender years any harrowing spectacle

of grief and set herself courageously to the task of

keeping our home together.

My father had been insured for some five hundred

pounds, which brought my* mother in a tiny income.

The house fortunately was her own. She immediately

dismissed her one servant and let the front rooms, so

that we were not so badly off after all. My mother,

who had hitherto superintended my education, was
now no longer able to do so, as the house took up most
of her time. Certainly, the school I was sent to was
a very much better one than a boy circumstanced as

I was could have expected to attend. It was patron-

ised by a great many sons of the comparatively

wealthy in the neighbourhood, and was by no means
inexpensive. I went right through it from the lowest

form to the highest.

15
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My masters pronounced me quick, but not studious.

Personally, I don't think highly imaginative people

are ever very studious in childhood or early youth.

How is it possible ? The imaginative temperament
sets one dreaming of wonderful results achieved at a

remarkably small outlay of effort. It is only the dull

who receive any demonstration of the value of applica-

tion.

My mother was careful that I should not be

dressed so as to compare unfavourably in any way
with my schoolfellows, and managed that I should

always have a sufficiency of pocket-money, advantages

which I hardly appreciated at the time. How she

accomplished this I do not know, but I can honestly

say that I never knew what want meant, and although

my mother did all the work of the house herself, and
cooked for the gentleman to whom our front rooms

were let, we never lived in the kitchen or descended

to a slovenly mode of life. We had our meals in quite

a well-bred manner in the dining-room, which was also

our living-room.

Our lodger was a mysterious creature who always

brought me a handsome birthday and Christmas

present and declined to be thanked. The first time

he saw me he pronounced me to be too good-looking

for a boy.

He was gruff and abrupt in manner, but the incar-

nation of deferential courtesy to my mother, whom I

truly think he worshipped. I believe that his pro-

longed residence in our front rooms was not entirely

due to their comfort or to my mother's cooking.

I am sure he embarrassed her by his chronic

efforts to spare her trouble. By degrees he took to

dining out nearly every evening, although his arrival
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immediately after the dinner hour showed that he

had no engagement anywhere else.

I have every reason to believe that he made her an
offer of marriage, but if it were so he did not allow

her refusal to drive him away. He remained, and
continued to treat her with even greater deference

than before.

Apart from the memory of my father, which she

held sacred, her devotion as a mother would, I think,

have kept her from the remotest contemplation of a

second marriage. She lived entirely for me.

I was early made acquainted with the story of the

Gascoyne succession, and it was with a quiet smile of

indulgence that my mother told me of the interest

with which my father would watch the ebb and flow

of the heirs that stood between his wife and the

peerage.

The idea, however, seized my vivid imagination. I

got my mother to bring out all the papers and I set to

work at once to see how far my claims had advanced
or receded since my father's death.

I was obliged before I could completely determine

my position to have recourse to a Peerage. I was
surprised to discover that I had come appreciably

nearer to the succession. There were still six lives

between myself and the peerage, but two branches

which had formerly barred the way had become
extinct. Perhaps it will be as well to give a tree of

the succession from the point where the branch to

which I belong came into existence. It must be
understood that I do not give those branches which
had died out, or the names of individuals who did not
affect the succession.

2
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It will thus be seen that there was by no means a

lack of male heirs and that my chance was remote

indeed. In fact, on going into the question, so little

prospect did there seem of my ever standing near to

the succession that I gave up taking an interest in the

matter, at least for the time being.

In looking back at the development of my character,

I am not conscious of a natural wickedness staining

and perverting all my actions. My career has been

simply the result of an immense desire to be some-

body of importance. My chief boyish trait was a

love of beauty, whether in things animate or in-

animate. People who have possessed that intangible

something which is known as beauty—that degree of

attraction made up of always varying proportions of

line, colour and intelligence—have invariably done

something more than merely attract me ; they have

filled me with a burning desire to be obviously in

their outlook, to move for a time within their

circumference, to feel that I had left an indelible im-

press on their memory, and it was my early apprecia-
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tion of a capacity to do this that perhaps fostered

my egotism, till it had become an article of faith with

me that I must be someone. I looked upon the

possession of rank or renown as a useful weapon
for drawing attention to myself, of increasing the

number of individuals brought under my personal

influence.

I was greedy of importance, because of the beauty

it might bring into life. Naturally the beautiful

things in life vary according to temperament. Romance
was to me the chief thing. After all, it is the salt of

existence. Not that I believe romance to be neces-

sarily conditioned by rank and wealth. A real artist

may create it for himself out of very humble materials.

One of the most complete romanticists I ever met was
a coal-heaver, who had a list of experiences that

sounded in the telling like the Arabian Nights enter-

tainment. At the same time, rank and wealth fasci-

nate the Jew as much as precious stones. They glitter,

and they have value. The Israelite is probably less

of a snob in these matters than the average English-

man, but as an Oriental he appreciates their decorative

effect. Nevertheless, I doubt very much whether he

is ever so far dazzled by them as to forget his own
interests. I most certainly was not. I should have
liked to be Earl Gascoyne. It would have meant
grasping the lever to so many things, and this fact

dawned on me more and more as I grew up.

My distant relationship to the Gascoynes was the

cause of some humiliation to me at school. There

was a boy whose father had just been made an Alder-

man of the City of London, and he was rather boastful

of the fact.

" Bah ! what's an Alderman ?" I asked.

2—2
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Instinctively the other boyB felt that it was not right

that one of Hebraic extraction should make such a

remark. They had the intuition of their race that

a Jew is after all a Jew.
" Shut up, Sheeny," said one.
" Now then, old clo'," said another.

I was not the possessor of Jewish blood for nothing.

Where an English boy would have struck out I re-

mained Orientally contemptuous of insult. I merely

wondered if the time would ever come when I should

be able to remind Lionel Holland—the last boy who
had spoken—of his insult.

" If six people were to die I should be Earl Gascoyne,"

I said grandly.

There arose a shout of laughter.
" Pigs might fly," said Lionel Holland.

I flushed. The only impression produced by my
grandiloquent speech was that I was a stupid liar.

ISven my bosom friend Billy Statham shrank away
from me. Such a useless lie offended his sense of

propriety.

I was only twelve and had some difficulty in keeping

back my tears.

" It's true," I asserted.

" How can it be true ?" demanded Holland. " You
are a Jew and your name is not Gascoyne."

" It is—my name is Israel Gascoyne Rank. My
mother's name was Gascoyne."

But whatever I said they declined to believe in the

possibility of such a thing. The incident taught me,

however, to hold my tongue on the subject of my
noble extraction, and that was a point gained.

I don't think I was unpopular at school, but I suffered

the penalty of all marked personalities ; that is to say,
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I was very much liked or very much detested. I was
not in one sense of great importance in the school life.

I should have been untrue to myself if I had been.

There is perhaps nothing more remarkable than the

false estimate held by boys of character. Their giants

are as often as not the pigmies of after life. Our school

captain at the time I am speaking of was a boy called

Jim Morton. He had a pleasant face bordering on
good looks, and the body, so we thought, of a young
Hercules. The basis of his popularity was a sense of

justice and a reticence in the display of his physical

strength. He was most certainly worshipped by the

entire school, including myself, although I was by no
means prone to idealise those in authority. For
Jim Morton I had a veritable respect, although in any
case my Jewish blood would have taught me to simulate

deference until I was in a position to betray my true

estimate without danger to my own interests. To my
imagination as a small boy he seemed to possess some-

thing Titanic, to tower above everybody else in the

school immeasurably. I met him in after years, an
insignificant looking man with a ragged moustache

and a slouch. It was quite a shock, and I waited for

him to open his mouth, sure that his power over my
juvenile imagination must have been a question of

intellect. I talked to him for a long time, hoping for

some echo at least of a lost magic. I can safely say I

never met anyone more destitute of ideas, and it

seemed impossible that he could ever have had any.

Perhaps had he lived among savages the primitive

virtues which had made him supreme among boys

—

and boyish communities are psychologically similar to

savage races—would have developed, and he would
have remained a force. It may be so ; I give him the
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benefit of the doubt. I am inclined to think, however,

that there never had been any personality in the true

sense of the word.

Billy Statham, a boy a year older than myself, I

loved. Where my affections are roused—and I have
very strong affections, however much people may feel

inclined to doubt it—I cling like a leech. I am
supremely indifferent to defects in those I love, even

when they affect myself. The only thing I ask is

marked characteristics ; I am incapable of concen-

trating myself on the colourless.

Billy Statham was certainly not colourless. He
was gay, emotional, and beautiful as morning. He
was brilliant and indolent. In many ways he seemed
to be the most backward boy in the school, but to

accuse him of being ignorant would have been pre-

posterous. I never knew him tell a lie, and I never

knew him do a dishonest thing ; and yet once when
a boy in the school who had been discovered in a

flagrant piece of dishonesty was by general agreement

sent to Coventry, Billy Statham was the one person

who treated him as if nothing had happened. I really

think his was the most Christ-like nature I have ever

met. He always seemed to hold on to the intangible

something in people which is above earthly stains.

Evil had at times a bewildering effect on him. I have

seen him look quite blank—when a curious look of

wonder did not come into his face—as other boys

were discussing matters which properly belonged to

a more adult stage. The impending complexities of

sex into which the other lads were always taking

surreptitious peeps attracted him not at all. It

seemed as if he must have possessed some inward

consciousness that his body would never be called upon
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to take part in the sterner struggle. When he was
fourteen he contracted rheumatic fever, and was
returned to us after a few months with the roses

blanched from his cheeks and the consciousness of a

weak heart. One day he told me that he had heard

the doctor say to his parents that if he had rheumatic

fever again he would die. On a damp afternoon in

late autumn we were caught in a heavy downpour and
I left him at his front door shivering. I did not see

him alive again, and I have never known boys so

profoundly moved by the death of one of their

number. It seemed as if they realised that some-

thing spiritual and valuable had gone from them in

their corporate capacity. He left behind him the

recollection of a nature entirely unspoilt.

To me his death was a profound grief. I have never

experienced so great a friendship for anyone since.

At the time, I was unable to understand why he chose

me as his Jonathan, excepting that, as I have already

said, he had the instinct of great minds for grasping the

essentials in human nature and allowing a man's
actions to remain a matter of opinion. He seldom

argued with me. He was content to influence, and in

this he displayed another trait of great natures, which

let fall here and there a truth, but are not prone to dis-

cussion. I have often thought that he might have been

the remnant of a great consciousness, having some-

what, but not a great deal, to expiate in human form.

His goodness seemed to stretch out, invisible, beyond
himself.

When he died I was fourteen, and the firmest of

friendships are not at that age sufficiently strong to

leave an inconsolable grief. My next great friend

was a boy of very different character. Graham©
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Hallward was the son of a fairly well-to-do City man.
They lived in comfortable style, albeit they were a
somewhat uncomfortable family. Wherein their un-

comfortableness lay it would have been difficult to

say. They all had a more than usual share of good
looks, and this possibly was their first attraction

for me. Indeed, two of them, Grahame and Sibella,

were quite beautiful to look upon. The family con-

stituted a very aristocracy of physical gifts, and,

despite their peculiar natures, I was always at my ease

among them. It is true that they were inclined to

patronise me, but the qualities of my race enabled me
to endure this without resentment, and even with

dignity. It was, however, only natural ; for although

I was always neatly dressed, the position of my mother

was well known, and had it been otherwise, the house

and street in which we lived would sufficiently have

revealed the truth. In matters of this sort I was not a

snob ; besides, I had too quick an instinct for things well-

bred not to realise that my mother was gentlewoman

enough to hold her own with the very best.

One day I took Grahame Hallward home to tea.

I think he felt a little nervous, wondering if tea in

the house of such poor people would be a very un-

comfortable affair. I realised from the way in which

he accepted that he was a little surprised at the

invitation. He always had beautiful manners, and he

said that of course he would be delighted to come.

The two words " of course !
" were a mistake, however,

and I resented them, although I was secretly amused.

He came one day after school, and when we reached

the house my mother was already seated before the

urn. There were flowers on the table, and the linen

was spotless. There was a silver teapot and sugar-
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basin given to my mother by our lodger on the occasion

of his having completed two years' residence in the

house. His ingenuity in finding occasions whereon it

might be considered suitable to make my mother and
myself presents was quite remarkable. I was entrusted

with the task of calling him in the morning. Hence
it became necessary for me to have a watch, entirely,

as he explained, to suit his convenience. In the

same way a piano arrived one day—our own had been

sold at my father's death—and our lodger explained

that it had been left to him by a distant relation. I

gazed at it longingly as it disappeared into his sitting-

room. After a day or two he said that he believed it

would be spoilt unless it were played upon, and asked

me as a favour to do so. Then, having come home
once or twice as I was practising hard, he declared

almost irritably that it was inconvenient and that he

really thought considering the time he had been with

us we might oblige him by having it in our sitting-

room, but that of course if my mother objected there

was nothing more to be said. He would have sold it

had it not been in his cousin's house for so many years.

Needless to chronicle that the piano stood hence-

forward in our sitting-room. Our suspicions were

somewhat aroused when the man who came to tune it

gave as his opinion that the instrument could not be

more than two years old, if that ; in fact, he should

have said it was brand-new.

My mother was pleased for my sake that she was
able to greet my friend from behind a silver teapot

and sugar-basin. I was secretly conscious of the

effect she produced on Grahame. He had, I am sure,

believed—despite all my assurances to the contrary

—

that my mother was a Jewess, and hewas not a little sur-
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prised to find a well-bred Englishwoman with a reserved

and quite distinguished manner. Tea being over my
mother kept us seated, whilst, almost unobserved, she

placed every article from the table on the tray. She was
full of manoeuvres for minimising the bustle consequent

on the want of a servant. I was rather nervous of the

moment when she would rise and bear forth the tray.

I had set her on such a pinnacle before my friend that

I could not bear that he should see her otherwise than

enthroned. I was painfully conscious that there is no
snob like a boy. My mother, however, had foreseen

everything.
" Israel dear, Mr. Johnson has brought home a

beautiful old Chinese cabinet. I am sure Mr. Hallward

would like to see it."

Mr. Hallward—barely fifteen and a half and very

flattered at being referred to as Mr. Hallward—ex-

pressed himself as most anxious, and we adjourned to

the front room.

Short as was the time we were gone, on our return

all signs of a meal had disappeared, and my mother

was seated before the fire as if she possessed ten servants

instead of her own ten fingers.

Then I played. This was not entirely a novelty ; I

had often been shown off at the Hallwards' house.

Indeed, my musical abilities were, I fancied, often

made an excuse when the Hallwards felt that the

presence of my humble self in their mansion occasioned

surprise. In Qapham, residence was everything, and
the leading families were a little suspicious of anyone

who lived in a house as small as our own. Had they

been generally aware of the lodger they would have

considered themselves entirely justified in deciding that

I was not socially eligible !



ISRAEL RANK 27

I walked part of the way home with Grahame
Hallward.

" I say," he burst out, " your mother is rippin'."

If Grahame Hallward said so I knew he meant it.

His chief enemy in life was his tongue. He always

had an uncontrollable habit of speaking his mind.

Sibella Hallward exercised an irresistible fascination

over me from the first moment I saw her. She was
undeniably lovely even at an age when most girls are

at their worst. Her hair was deliciously silky and
golden. Her eyes were large and blue, with dark-

brown brows and lashes. Her cheeks were the petals

of a blush rose. Her mouth was perfect and petulant,

and the one imperfection with which Nature invariably

salts the cream of the correct was her nose ; it was a

little tip-tilted, and seemed to have been made to

match her voice, which was curiously childish and
treble, with an acerb complaint in it that was indescrib-

ably delightful. She allowed me to play at sweet-

hearting with her, and then one day when we quarrelled

called me a horrid little Jew. I was possessed by my
love for her from that day. My obsession has never

been defensible. She was no excuse for any man's

love excepting that she was beautiful, and I loved her

because such beauty would confer distinction on the

man who won her.

She was vain and shallow, but with a will of her

own which was somewhat remarkable, combined with

her other characteristics.

I was constantly at the Hallwards' house. I was
always quarrelling with Sibella and declaring that I

would never visit them any more, but she invariably

managed to lure me back without in any way apologis-

ing or admitting herself to be in the wrong.
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At this time she was a shameless little flirt and per-

mitted me to make love to her, which I did with all

the precocity of my semi-oriental nature. Her parents

were a good-natured, indulgent couple, and they

usually alluded to me as Sibella's sweetheart.

It was not a household where principles counted for

much, and most of the inmates possessing, like Sibella,

very strong wills the result was chaotic. At the same
time, they were sympathetic in an egotistical way. To
anybody who like myself was able to hold his own, and
also to put up with them, the household was tolerable

and enjoyable. Woe, however, to any luckless person

who found them too fascinating to avoid and too strong-

minded to be battled with ! Such an one was ground

to powder by the sheer weight of their egotism.

I suppose it was this egotism that made Grahame
Hallward somewhat unpopular at school. He always

bore himself with an extraordinary pride ; not aggres-

sive, but the sort of innate aloofness and condescension

which might have been expected from the member of

a reigning house. It was natural to the family, and
even shallow Sibella possessed it. At times it gave

one the impression that she had dignity, when in

reality it was only an aspect of her vanity.

Amongst other things which Grahame Hallward and
I had in common was a dislike of Lionel Holland. We
had both suffered from his superior physical strength,

and with Grahame even more than with me this was
an unpardonable offence. Lionel Holland was not

deficient in head ; he had great intelligence of a certain

kind, and almost a genius for displaying his mental

wares to the best advantage. It was commonly re-

ported that his father had begun life as a newspaper

boy, and certainly his son's wit and repartee were of
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the gutter order notwithstanding their veneer of

middle-class suburbanism. He was slightly older

than either of us and of an altogether stronger type.

We found a means, however, of putting an end to his

tyranny. We engaged in a defensive league, not

verbally agreed upon—Grahame would have been

much too proud to admit that such a thing was neces-

sary—but we got into the way of standing by one

another when he commenced to annoy us. Candour
compels me to admit that he was almost a match for

both of us, but we managed to inflict sufficient punish-

ment to make him consider that the entertainment of

baiting us had its risks, and finally he left us alone.

It was Lionel Holland's ambition to be captain of

the school. He considered that his brilliance at

certain sports entitled him to it, but somehow he never

reached the position he aimed at. The boys did not

trust him. He was deficient in those very qualities

that make a boy's hero, and they were not to be de-

ceived by the easy insolence of his manner. I never

knew success in the cricket and football field carry a

boy such a little way into his comrades' hearts. He
was a handsome lad enough, embryon of the flashy,

brilliant brute he afterwards became. I think, but for

Grahame and myself, he might have been elected to

the post he coveted. He had more money than any
other boy in the school and spent it freely where he
had an object in view. My friend and I, however, were

determined that so unsuitable an election should not

take place. The captain of the school had large

powers, and we had no mind to see ourselves in Lionel

Holland's hands. Our brains were more astute than

his when it came to a real tussle of intellect. We dis-

credited him in every way possible, and he endured
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the humiliation of defeat. A psychologist would have
been interested in noting how, when Lionel Holland's

defeat was an accomplished fact, the different char-

acteristics of Grahame's nature and my own displayed

themselves. Grahame, having attained his object, was
sorry for his antagonist. I was unfeignedly glad,

and rejoiced in his humiliation to an extent which was
very unpleasing to my friend. We had quite a quarrel

over the matter ; and Grahame, whose plain speech

never failed, told me that I was exhibiting the worst

faults of the Old Testament, in that I showed un-

sportsmanlike exultation over a fallen foe. I ought

perhaps to mention that Lionel Holland had attempted

to win me to his side by asking me to go with him to

the Crystal Palace and there treating me to all the side

shows. I enjoyed the outing but took the liberty

of continuing to distrust him ; another method of

which Grahame disapproved most strongly. Certainly

Lionel Holland would never have attempted to bribe

Grahame. The crudest of perceptions—which his was

not—would at once have seen the futility of such an

attempt.

I fancy that I was constantly disappointing my
friend, and he was impatient of any point of view

which he was unable to sympathise with. It was

therefore the more remarkable that he should have

remained so staunch. I think that at times his friend-

ship for me was living on his capital of loyalty, of

which he possessed an inexhaustible store. His

loyalty tended to make him very inelastic in argument,

but he was altogether an unexpected person and would

on occasions display a susceptibility to logic which was

amazing in one so young.

He was, what most people who knew him super-
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ficially hardly suspected, sensitive to an extraordinary

degree. His impassivity deceived them. He had a

horror of death, and Billy Statham's end affected

him more as a practical example of the inevitability

and ruthlessness of bodily extinction than with regret

at the loss of a schoolmate whom like all of us he had
really loved.

He did not believe that my fear of death was not

equal to his own, and concluded that my indifference

was affected and mere bravado. In after years when I

explained to him that without having any particular

religious opinions, I regarded this body as a more or

less useful vessel in which to perform part of the

voyage of mental evolution, I found him quite unable

to follow me and still possessed by just the same dread

of death. The mere idea terrified him. The sight

of all dead things, even when they happened to be the

corpses of quite low forms of life, filled him with re-

pulsion, and the idea of making him a doctor, which
his father had entertained during his childhood, was
abandoned.

I used to find a certain satisfaction in raising the

question of death in order to see the colour fade

out of his cheek. He was too proud to say that it

frightened him, but it did. Fear was so little in his

character that I came to the conclusion that it lay

partly in the extraordinary value he and his family

placed on personal appearance, and that in addition

his terror might have its roots in some such cause as

made Catherine de Medici faint when she saw an
apple, even if it were a painted one in a picture.

As a boy I forbore to make him a confidant of my
passion for his sister. Perhaps I realised that he would
resent it. I think he believed that his sisters were
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fit matches for the most exalted, and was secretly

astonished and disgusted when the eldest married
a struggling young solicitor.

Once, when Sibella had taunted me and teased me
past bearing, I threw the Gascoyne pedigree in her

face. I shall never forget the silvery and maddening
laugh of disbelief with which she received the announce-

ment. She did not even ask me for proof but went on
laughing till I could have struck her. At the moment
I hated her. It was on a half-holiday. I had been
asked to tea, and was making love to her in the school-

room, waiting for Grahame and his brother to come
in from football.

" When you laugh at me like that," I said tersely,

" I feel as if I could kill you."
" And when you tell stories like that," she said,

mimicking my intonation in her childish treble, " you
are simply ridiculous." She took another chocolate

from the bag of sweets I had brought her. I used to

save up my pocket-money for two or three weeks

until I had sufficient to buy sweets worthy of her

acceptance. It is very certain that had she con-

sidered them other than the best she would have told

me so.

" Yes," she continued, " you are simply ridiculous.

Just as if you could ever be a lord. I don't believe

it ! If six people died !" she concluded, with a laugh

which made me feel what I was capable of. I could

have killed her where she stood but for the conse-

quences.

If I held human life cheap I was still possessed of

the caution of my race, and even at that age I loved

her. Even at that age indeed ! Looking back at my
boyhood I am astonished at the insanity of passion of
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which I was capable. There is nothing more narrow

than the scepticism with which older people treat the

love-sickness of the young. Boys love even
%
better

perhaps than men ever can. Romeo was, I am con-

vinced, not more than seventeen or eighteen— that

is to say, as Shakespeare conceived him.

I felt humiliated by her disbelief. I had been

anxious to give myself some importance in her eyes,

and instead she treated the whole thing with absolute

derision. That day was to be in every way one of

bitterness. She was standing at the schoolroom

window drumming on the glass, when suddenly she

gave a little shrill cry of surprise.

" Oh what fun ! Grahame is bringing someone in

to tea, and father is with them."

I looked out and saw to my annoyance Lionel

Holland accompanying Grahame and his father up
the drive. What was the meaning of it ? Surely

Lionel Holland had not succeeded in winning Grahame
to friendship ! It was hardly likely.

" And I do believe it's that good-looking boy who
won all the prizes at last year's sports," continued

Sibella. "Yes, it is!"

I had, even at the age of sixteen, a very genius for

the analysis of character—although analysis is hardly

the word. Characters have always had a way of dis-

playing themselves before me at a bird's-eye view.

From the first I mistrusted the effect of a handsome
and confident piece of physical splendour on a nature

like Sibella's.

In the hall I could hear Lionel Holland apologising

for his mudstained appearance, and Mr. Hallward's

breezy voice laughing away his scruples.

" Nonsense, my boy, nonsense, I like to see it. It

3
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shows you have been enjoying yourself in a fine, manly
way. Grahame, take your friend upstairs and let

him wash his face and hands."

Mr. Hallward always took pleasure in the display

of jovial hospitality. In reality he was a somewhat
bad-tempered man, but when he was in the mood
for a little display of amateur histrionics there was no
one more genial or hearty.

Sibella was flushed with excitement and I was
inwardly fuming.

" What is his name ?" she demanded, turning to me
as Lionel Holland's voice died away upstairs.

" Lionel Holland," I answered, as cheerfully as I

could, determined that, if possible, I would not betray

my annoyance.
" Do you like him ?"

" Oh, he is all right." I might just as well have said

plainly that I disliked him, for Sibella was not

deceived. She had a Jezebel's gift for detecting

antagonisms between those of the opposite sex and
playing upon them. I believe this characteristic

invariably differentiates the woman who uses her

sex power for evil from the woman who uses it for good.
" You don't like him," she answered at once. " You

are jealous of him."

"Jealous! Why?"
" Because he plays games better than you do."

I laughed. It was the last thing that was ever

likely to make me jealous. She saw that the taunt

had failed and tried another.
" And also because he is so much better looking than

you are."

I laughed again. From Sibella the absolutely

untrue was not convincing.
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But Sibella had a way of thrusting till she thrust

home.
" You needn't laugh—because it's quite true, and

you are also jealous because he is so much more manly
than you are."

I knew what she meant. Lionel Holland's flam-

boyant animalism and sex assurance stood in her
eyes for prime qualities. She was superficially feminine

and loved a brute. The woman of delicate upbringing,

who astonishes her friends by her inexplicable in-

fatuation for a boaster who is obviously a cad and a
bully despite his physical advantages, is twin sister

to the lady of the slums who worships the brute who
blackens her eyes and kicks her as an amusing con-

clusion to the week's work. The poor slut flatters

herself that it is evidence of a strength which he would
not fail to use in her defence, forgetting that a bully is

only occasionally a brave man.
I saw what was coming and grew sick at heart. One

thing comforted me ; Sibella was a snob, and despite

his riches she would never be able to taunt me with his

superior caste.

" I shouldn't show my jealousy if I were you," she
concluded.

I looked at her quietly.

" You ought to be killed."

I said the thing I knew would bludgeon her into

silence. She shared Grahame's fear of death, but in

her case it was more ignoble. I believe if Grahame
had been condemned to death his pride would have
overcome his fear. I could imagine Sibella whining
and fawning at the executioner's feet.

She looked at me with distinct apprehension, and
at that moment Grahame entered the room accom-

3—2
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panied by Lionel Holland. Sibella immediately began
to exercise her fascinations and to concentrate the

attention of the visitor on herself. I have often

thought since that Lionel Holland must have man-
oeuvred his invitation to the house, for he seemed
already to have made up his mind how to proceed

with Sibella. He flattered her vanity, said that he
remembered her perfectly on the day of the sports,

and declared that he should certainly not have tried

so hard had she not been there.

The younger members of the Hallward household

had tea in the dining-room, and on Saturdays were

privileged to bring in their friends, so that there

was generally a large gathering. The tea itself was a

sumptuous affair, and as the elders were seldom present

it was as a rule very enjoyable. Cynthia Hallward, one
year older than Sibella, poured out.

Lionel Holland seemed supremely unconscious that

Grahame was not very pleased at his presence.

I was of course unable to express my displeasure until

I was given a lead. Grahame lingered a minute or

two in the school-room with me.
" I wish the Guv'nor would mind his own business,"

he said sulkily.

" Didn't you ask him ?"

" Is it likely ? He insisted on walking home with me,

and just as I was saying good-bye to him the Guv'nor

met us and said ' Bring your friend in to tea.' Friend

indeed !" And Grahame snorted.

When we reached the dining-room Sibella had
arranged so that Lionel was on her right and a girl

friend of her sister's on her left. I verily believe she

wanted me to sit opposite to her in order that she

might enjoy the spectacle of my chagrin. She should
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have known me better. I betrayed not the least sign

of the hatred and wounded vanity that were surging

within me. I was measuring my chances against

Lionel Holland. I was better looking than he was,

but not in the way likely to appeal to Sibella. He was
rich ; I was far cleverer. It appears to me on looking

back that I quite understood, even at that early stage,

that the incident was the prologue to a drama which

would develop itself in after years. Most boy and girl

romances might be ephemeral, but ours had the

promise of permanence. This was the more curious

in that two out of the three, Sibella and Lionel, were

entirely superficial.

I joined in the conversation and laughter with

very fair success, but Sibella was in her most aggra-

vating mood. Cynthia Hallward asked Lionel Holland

what he wanted to be. Apparently he did not quite

know, but some cross-questioning from Sibella elicited

the fact that his only definite ambition was for riches.

" My father wasn't always rich," he announced ;

and, to do him justice, his pride in the fact that his

father was self-made was the pleasantest trait in his

character. " He began without a shilling, and he says

that money is nine-tenths of everything, and he ought

to know. I wouldn't give twopence to be anything

which didn't bring in money."
" Wouldn't you like to be a lord ?" said Sibella,

looking at me mischievously.
" It's quite easy to be a lord if you're rich enough,"

said Lionel.
" Oh, but Israel is going to be a lord. That is to say,

when six people die," laughed Sibella. And there was
that peculiar quality in her laugh which when it was
turned against myself made me feel cruel towards her.
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Lionel Holland laughed too, delighted to assist

Sibella in teasing me.
" Israel is always telling us that at school," he said.

" I've only said so once," I answered, keeping my
temper by a violent effort of self-control, " and it's

perfectly true." I think there must have been some-
thing in my voice that warned them to desist, for the

subject was allowed to drop.

After tea we adjourned to the school-room. Sibella's

appetite for sweets was insatiable, and she took the

most comfortable seat by the fire and proceeded to

finish the box of chocolates I had brought her.

" Do you like sweets ?" I heard Lionel ask. He was
sitting by her side.

She handed him the box and he helped himself.

"Awfully." Sibella's English was extremelyslipshod.
" I'll send you some. What kind do you like best ?"

" Chocolate nougat."
" Very well. I'll send you a much bigger box than

that."

Sibella laughed appreciatively. " That will be jolly

of you," she said, perfectly aware that I could hear.

She was evidently entirely dazzled by her new
admirer, but was too much a born flirt to let me go
even if I had had the least intention of retiring from
the contest.

Just before I left the house she sidled up to me.
" You're not angry, are you, Israel ?"

I made a faint attempt at a smile as I answered :

" Angry ? Of course not. Why should I be ?"

Finding me inclined to fence, she assumed her most
childish treble.

" I don't know, I'm sure, only you have been looking

so dreadfully cross."
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I very nearly shook|her.

Lionel Holland left the house a few minutes before

I did. Grahame walked with me as far as the gate.
" I say, Israel, what's that about your being a lord

some day ?"

" Nothing. I don't want to go into the matter.

Everybody is so beastly rude about it."

" Is it true ?"

" Of course it is. I'll show you the papers if you like."

" I don't want that. If you say it's true, of course I

believe you."

But I was secretly determined that Grahame should

see the papers, and I took the earliest opportunity of

showing them to him, for I knew that though he liked

me too much to say that he disbelieved me, he felt

that there must be a mistake somewhere.

I explained the whole thing to him and showed him
our genealogical tree.

I fancy he was more surprised than he appeared to

be, for although he had always been very kind to me
there had been just the faintest suspicion of patronage

in his manner. It was perhaps only natural. A semi-

Hebrew lad, in humble circumstances, with no prospects

to speak of, was not in the ordinary course of things

the most natural companion for the son of a successful

city merchant.

I knew he told Sibella, for she condescendingly

informed me that I was not such a story-teller as she

had thought, adding, however, that it wasn't very

much to boast of, as the six lives between me and
the peerage would probably be sixty-six before very

long, and it was quite evident that the Gascoynes did

not even know of my existence. She became quite

friendly again, but when I tried to kiss her she refused
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to allow me to do so ; or rather, she attempted to

prevent it and was really furious when I did so by force.

I detected in her resistance that I no longer occupied

her thoughts. Indeed, I was soon made aware that I

was expected to be content with the place of an
ordinary friend. Lionel Holland managed to be con-

stantly at the house. Grahame had expressed his

disinclination to bring him, but Sibella and her sister

evidently had an understanding by which they were
to meet him by appointment on Saturday afternoons

and bring him back to tea. Mr. and Mrs. Hallward

were too easy-going to notice these manoeuvres, and
would have treated them quite good-naturedly even

had they done so

The Hallward children were allowed to do pretty

well as they liked, with the result that careful mothers

of the neighbourhood, resentful of their extreme good
looks, made Cynthia and Sibella the subject of much
spiteful gossip and whispered inuendoes which I verily

believe had little truth in them. Compelled to stand

by and watch Lionel Holland's triumph, I suffered

terribly, and my mother grew quite anxious at my
appearance, but attributed it to overwork.

Once, and once only, did I implore Sibella to have
pity on me. She laughed in the most silvery manner,
and frankly said she was tired of me. I recall my
abjectness with humiliation. Lionel Holland's was a

nature quite devoid of sympathy for his own sex, and
where another lad might have decently veiled his

triumph from his rival, he displayed it on every

possible occasion. His manner was insufferably self-

complacent. He had the natural contempt of all

Westerns for anything Jewish, and he had not the

breeding to disguise the fact. He told a mutual friend
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that * it was just like a beastly little Jew to make up
to a girl like Sibella.'

I affected indifference because I knew the remark had
been repeated to me with the object of goading me
into fighting him ; and that was a matter which required

thinking out. At the same time I planned the first

attempt of my life to deal a secret blow at an enemy.

It was crude, but youth and inexperience must be my
excuse.

Lionel Holland was training for a mile handicap,

and I knew that in the evening he used to go to the

school sports ground, with a friend to time him, and
train till after dusk.

The track, half a mile in circumference, ran round the

entire ground, skirting the backs of houses, and
bounded at one part for the length of about a hundred
yards by a hedge. I conceived the idea of throwing

him as he was running. The track was hard, and he

might hurt himself seriously or not at all. There was
at any rate the chance of a full retaliation.

I chose a spot about midway along the hedge

opposite, where on the inner side of the track, just upon
the grass, and facing the cricket pitch, was an iron

seat firmly fixed to the ground.

One evening I followed Holland and his friend to the

sports ground and, having seen them go in, reached the

back of the hedge by a circuitous way. There was an
aperture just large enough for me to crawl through.

I waited. In about ten minutes I heard his measured

stride on the hard asphalt. He passed me going at a

good pace. As he disappeared in the dusk I crept

swiftly through the hedge, passed a cord I had with

me round the upper part of one of the legs of the iron

seat, and, holding both ends in my hand, crept back.
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In a few moments he came round again. I pulled the

cord as tight as I could. He tripped, fell full length

and lay still. I hauled in the cord and stole away.

My sensations are worth analysing. At first I felt

a certain elation at having thrown an enemy. Then
I experienced disappointment. What I had done was
somewhat pointless. Unless I had spoilt his looks

—

which was hardly likely—I could not be said to have
scored any advantage, unless— I stopped, and my
breath came quickly. Was it possible I had killed

him ? I had heard of people dying from as slight a

cause. I felt terribly uncomfortable. I grew afraid

of having the cord in my pocket. I went swiftly

home and burnt it, a small piece at a time, lest my
mother should come in and find it being destroyed.

Afterwards I was ashamed of my want of nerve. Even
if he were dead nobody on earth could connect me with

the accident. I had always heard that murder will

out, but I was strong-minded enough, considering the

circumstances, to doubt whether it was possible in

this case.

Anxious as I was to know the upshot of the affair I

slept quite well and started for school not a minute

earlier than usual. I was in the same class as Holland.

When school began he had not arrived and neither

had the boy who was his time-keeper. Five minutes

late the latter walked in with a note in his hand.
" Holland has had an accident, sir." He handed the

note to the master.
" Indeed ? I am sorry to hear that." He opened the

note and began to read, his face growing more serious

as he read on. " Concussion of the brain ! Mr. Holland

does not quite seem to know how it happened."
" It was on the cricket ground, sir. It had just
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got dusk and I was timing Holland for the mile. The
second time he did not come round, so I went to seewhat
had happened and found him lying on the path insen-

sible. I had to leave him there whilst I went for

help."
" Has he recovered consciousness V 9

" Yes, sir."

" How did it happen ?"

" I can't think. He must have tripped. The doctor

says he is not to be asked any questions and that he

is to be kept quite quiet for the next few days."
" Quite so. I suppose you will be going round there,

so you can let us know how he is getting on."
" Yes, sir."

The boy went back to his seat. The class had been

listening intently. The master looked up and caught

sight of my face.

" Why, Rank, you have turned quite pale."

Everybody looked at me in surprise. The lack of

friendliness between Lionel Holland and myself was
generally known, and it certainly astonished them that

I should have turned pale out of sympathy for him.

He came back to school in about a fortnight looking

none the worse for his accident. He was as confident

as before and as irritating to me as ever.

I heard him explaining the incident in the playground

afterwards.
" I'll swear," he was saying, " that something caught

me just above the ankle. I don't see how I could

possibly have tripped otherwise."
" What could it have been ?" asked Grainger, the

boy who had been timing him.
" I can't think, I am sure, but I'm certain something

tripped me up all the same."
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" I expect you turned giddy," said a member of the

Lower Fourth.
" Giddy ? Never was less giddy in my life ;" and

Holland turned a withering glance upon the small boy
that made him retire into the background.

He had a way of twisting the arms of small boys, and
holding their elbows while he brought his knee sharply

into contact with a soft but sensitive part of their

bodies, besides many other little devices for making
them wish it were possible to grow up suddenly into a

strong man with a strong fist.

I have always resented cruelty for cruelty's sake,

and petty tormenting with no object in view has

invariably impressed me as being supremely silly. It

is quite another matter when one is obliged to take a

strong step in support of a logical line of action. The
end must justify the means. The Jesuits are quite

right. All around, Nature teaches us the lesson. An
infinite amount of apparent evil is being done that

good may come, and even if the end be not a particu-

larly elevated one that surely is a man's own affair ;

especially if he be prepared to pay the penalty of sup-

porting his own opinion with action which is against

the moral sense of society in general.

Sibella's solicitude during Lionel Holland's illness

was an ample revenge for the latter had he known it.

It tortured me. At one time I calculated my chances

in a stand-up fight with him supposing I should train

for the event. I decided after careful thought that

the odds would be against me, and I had no intention

of fighting for honour's sake with the prospect of leaving

him more triumphant and complacent than ever.



CHAPTER III

I was now sixteen and a half, and my mother had kept

me at school much longer than her means had war-

ranted. I think that at one time she had some idea

that I might gain a scholarship and go to Oxford or

Cambridge, but my progress, though respectable, never

suggested that I might achieve honours. I think, as

a matter of fact, that I could have done so had I cared

to, but I had no ambition to spend the best years of

early manhood in a torture chamber, and it is obvious

that to a youth of imagination, who has no means of

joining in the recreations of his fellows, and is expected

to justify himself by brilliant scholastic success, a

career at the 'Varsity can be little else.

The question of my future was a very serious one.

It was not possible for my mother to pay anything

towards giving me a profession, and without>influence

the outlook was not hopeful. ^

Unknown to her I conceived the idea of writing to

Gascoyne Gascoyne, a distant cousin who was at the

head of a large stockbroking firm. I pointed out our

relationship and asked if he could possibly find room for

me in his office. He replied in a type-written letter

saying that he had no knowledge of the relationship.

He did not deny it, it might be so, but at any rate

he had no vacancies nor was he likely to have any.
46
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It would therefore be of no use for Mr. Rank to trouble

him again.

I kept his letter, but I did not run the risk of a second

rebuff from any other member of the family.

Mr. Johnson came to the rescue. He had, it

appeared, a great friend in the City who employed
two or three clerks and who had a vacancy. I was
interviewed, approved of, and engaged at the salary

of fifteen shillings a week. From circumstances which
afterwards came to my knowledge I believe that

Mr. Johnson paid something in the way of a premium.
My mother was delighted. It was a start in life, and
in her eyes a good start was everything. Personally,

I thought it a deplorable beginning, and only took it

because nothing better offered. I was determined,

however, not to stay longer than I could help.

With the best intentions in the world Mr. Johnson
was quite incapable of grasping my character. He
talked to me of a youth of application, a middle age of

strenuous endeavour for a living wage, and an old age

of decent competence. The prospect appalled me. It

sounded inexpressibly gray. I gravitated towards

wealth and luxury as the needle to a magnet. I

remember his saying :

" By the time you are thirty, Israel, you should be

able to keep your mother in this house and have it to

yourselves."

I had much ado to restrain a scornful laugh. By
the time I was thirty I was determined to have
established my mother in a house fully ten times the

size.

I soon realised that the office I was in did not even

afford a starting point for a career, and could not be a

recommendation to anything better. I had no friends
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in the City of my own age. I instinctively avoided

those youths whom in the natural course of events a

person in my position would have associated with.

The school my mother had sent me to had put me out

of sympathy with them, and—what was more to the

point—they could not be of any possible use to me.

I was bitterly envious of those boys who entered

their relations' houses of business on advantageous

terms, with sufficient allowances and smart clothes.

My poverty appeared to me extreme. I was not

in the first few months ever sufficiently in pocket

to be able to go to theatres and places of amuse-

ment as other young men did, and yet I found myself

with tastes equally expensive and with an abnormal
love of pleasure. Of my fifteen shillings a week I gave

my mother eight, and out of the remainder I was obliged

to find my lunches and fares to town and back, a

condition of things that reduced me to chronic dis-

content. I saw that the great point was to have rich

friends and make use of them. I also grasped the

cardinal maxim that for success in life it is essential

to avoid the unlucky and the necessitous, and above
all not to be led away by the fact that in themselves

the latter are probably the most entertaining sections

of society. If a man wishes to be rich he must live

among the rich, and how to do this on fifteen shillings

a week was the problem.

A Semitic appearance, however superior, is not the

best recommendation to society. In the Western it

rouses instinctive antagonism. At the same time, and
because the laws of compensation are inevitable, it is

this antagonism that makes the Jew what he is. His
powers of resistance are automatically developed by
it, and it encourages his virility. The greater the odds
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a man has to fight the greater his ultimate skill of fence.

That man is fortunate who has the world against him.

At sixteen and a half, however, my philosophy was
not equal to the annoyances of the situation. I wasted
a great deal of valuable energy in useless complaining.

Sibella seemed lost to me for ever. Even had she

promised herself to me I should have placed no faith

in her staying power. I was quite sure that my humble
start in life must have brought home to her the differ-

ence in our positions as nothing in our boy and girl

relations had ever done. To Sibella, luxurious,

pleasure-loving and flippant, the junior clerk in a
third-rate business house was an altogether inferior

and impossible person. The shabbier I seemed, the

smarter Lionel Holland must have appeared. He was
blossoming into a complete dandy, and had all the

means at hand to gratify his taste for fine clothes. I

had spent a year under these depressing conditions

when I made a friend.

Godfrey Twyneham was the son of a rich man with

whom our firm did a certain amount of business. He
was about eighteen months older than myself, and
there was nothing very remarkable about his personal

appearance except a pervading air of gentlemanliness.

He had been coming in and out of our office for twelve

months before I realised that he was inclined to take

special notice of me. One morning as I was on the

way to my contemptible lunch he joined me. We
walked a few yards together, I painfully sure that he

must be very anxious to be rid of so shabby a com-

panion. To my surprise, however, he asked me to

lunch with him. I was on the point of refusing, but

he linked his arm in mine in an altogether friendly

and unpatronising manner, and I yielded.
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He had evidently taken a great fancy to me and
insisted on my lunching with him first about once a

week, then twice a week, and finally every day. He
also insisted on my going to theatres with him, and
grew quite offended if we did not spend our Saturday

evenings together. In vain I protested—not very

vehemently perhaps—that I could in no way make
any return. He laughed the idea to scorn. Why
should I ? We liked each other. He was well off, I

was not. That was a mere accident, and we should be

small-minded indeed if we allowed it to interfere with

our intimacy. He insisted on lending me money,
declaring that I was sure to make a fortune, and
when that day came I could pay him back. He
was certainly the most generous person I have ever

met, and, though I have not paid him back, he has

never mentioned the matter to me. I don't think he

allowed the question of money to come between

himself and his friends. At the present moment he is

in South America, and just before the trial I received

quite a heartbroken letter from him, declaring his

belief in my innocence, and in case I should need it,

placing a large sum of money at my disposal. Poor
Godfrey ! I suppose he forgot that Earl Gascoyne is

a rich man.
Before I met him I had all the inclination for pleasure

and indulgence, and his generosity had the effect of

making me feel that I could never again endure life

unaccompanied by a certain amount of excitement.

I was hopelessly unfitted by temperament for the

dreary, sordid life of shabby suburbanism that lay

before me. I dwell upon these facts because I think

they may serve to show that I was impelled by all the

forces of my nature to make some attempt to rescue
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myself by decisive action from the mire in which it

seemed only too probable I was destined to wade all

my life. Godfrey Twyneham, with the best inten-

tions in the world, and from motives of purest friend-

ship, succeeded in making our house at Clapham
appear ten degrees more shabby and my position in

the City infinitely more humiliating. He introduced

me to his tailor, bootmaker, and hosier, and lo ! I

found myself well dressed. I dined at his father's

house in a decent dress suit, and was introduced to a
circle of his friends who gave me a very good time

indeed. The Twynehams lived at Highgate, and I

constantly spent Saturday to Monday with them. I

think my mother missed me, but she never complained

and seemed only too glad that I was enjoying myself.

I was compelled to invent some plausible excuse for

being able to afford clothes so very superior to anything

I had been accustomed to. I explained that Godfrey

Twyneham had been able to put me in the way of some
private business and that he had introduced me to his

tailor, it being necessary that I should be well dressed

in order to follow up my opportunity. Godfrey was
one of those good-natured souls with no such strict

principles as prevented his telling a small fib to oblige

a friend. My mother and he took to each other at once,

and it flattered my vanity not a little that he seemed

to like coming to us and sharing my humble tenement

bedroom apparently as much as I liked visiting their

luxurious house at Highgate.

I think the only occasion on which I was tactless

enough to cause him to disapprove of me was when I

began to apologise for the poorness of our household.

I think I detected the faintest suspicion of a scornful

surprise in his face as he said :
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" I don't think those things matter, do you, except

to snobs ?"

The rebuke was severe, but it did me good and I

avoided such mistakes afterwards.

Even now I recall with pleasure the look of astonish-

ment on Sibella's face the Sunday afternoon I called at

the Hallwards' in my new finery. I felt that I had
reason to be satisfied with myself. I knew that I

could do justice to my clothes and that I need not fear

comparison even with Lionel Holland. In fact, his

smartness invariably had something of the dressed up
shop boy about it, while I had reason to believe that

in spite of my half Semitic origin I conveyed an impres-

sion of distinction. At least, Godfrey told me so, and
I knew he was to be relied on in such matters. The
drawing-room was full of people when I entered, and
Sibella said in a confidential tone of approval

:

" You do look smart, Israel. You will make Lionel

quite jealous."

Lionel Holland was also taken by surprise when he

came in a few minutes afterwards. Sibella, true to her

character, and feeling that Lionel had perhaps received

enough encouragement of late, ostentatiously permitted

me to be her favoured cavalier for the afternoon. She
was unable to control her desire to set men at each

other's throats. Had it been anyone else I should have
managed her properly and not permitted myself to be
played fast and loose with. Sibella, however, was the

exception in my life, and she was always drawing the

unexpected from my character.

I heard her say to Lionel in a voice intended for me
to hear

:

" Doesn't Israel look nice, Lionel ?"

" He's been robbing the till, I suppose."

4—2
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Sibella laughed a high, silvery laugh. The reply

was sufficiently spiteful and showed that she had
succeeded in deepening an animosity already bitter

enough.

The sneer had truth, in that it suggested the dis-

parity between my apparel and my income, and conse-

quently I hated Lionel Holland the more.

Mr. Johnson might have proved a most awkward
inquirer as to the sources of my apparent prosperity,

but just about this time he died. He was found one

morning sitting in his armchair, in front of a fire

which had burnt out hours before, dead, and clasped

in his stiffening fingers was a portrait of my mother

in a little leather case. He had evidently had it secretly

copied, for she had not given it to him. He had no

relations, and the only person who appeared on the

scene to take charge of things was a local solicitor, who
informed my mother that she had inherited through

her late lodger the sum of one thousand pounds and
all his personal effects. I think she was glad for my
sake as much as for her own.

" You see, Israel, with the house, which is our own,

and a thousand pounds properly invested in addition

to what I have got, we can never come absolutely to

want, and if I can only get another lodger who will pay
well we should be quite comfortably off."

The prospect failed to dazzle me. My ideas of what
constituted comfort grew daily. We discussed the

manner of investing the thousand pounds endlessly.

My mother would not hear of anything but gilt-edged

securities, and would have been quite content with a

miserable three and a half per cent., whereas I declared

it was a matter of no difficulty to obtain a safe five

or even six per cent. Before the matter was decided
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my mother died and I found myself alone in the

world.

The event plunged me into the deepest dejection, for

I had loved her dearly. I took stock of my position

and decided that whatever happened I would resign

my clerkship. My resignation was promptly followed

by the offer of a rise in salary, so potent a lever is

independence to progress in life. They were unable,

however, to make me any such proposal as tempted

me to remain.

At first I made all sorts of good resolutions, which I

might have kept had not Godfrey Twyneham, whose

advice was always practical, been called away at this

moment to South America. His father had a branch

of his business at Buenos Ayres and Godfrey was
destined to manage it, the control of the London house

being reserved for the eldest son. He was anxious for

me to accompany him and even went to considerable

trouble in finding a post for me. I could not, how-
ever, bring myself to give up Sibella and at the last

moment declined to go. Poor Godfrey ! I don't

think he ever quite forgave me, and since then we have

not seen much of each other.

My fifteen hundred pounds soon began to dwindle.

From day to day I salved my conscience by assuring

myself that, though I was spending my capital, I was
making friends who could not fail to be useful to me.

Inwardly I knew perfectly well that the class of young
men I was mixing with could never help me to a

livelihood. I shut up the house at Clapham and took

rooms near Piccadilly, and eighteen months of my
life were wasted in unprofitable lounging. I seldom

rose till late, and when I was dressed strolled round to

a luxurious bar near Bond Street to meet several boon
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companions and spend the afternoon in tippling. In

the evening I frequented those theatres at which the

more frivolous pieces were played, and afterwards hung
about the stage doors. I soon found myself led into

extravagances in the way of little suppers and small

presents of jewellery, which made my capital disappear

at an alarming rate. Like countless other young men
before me, and no doubt since, I was unable to pull up,

although I could feel my financial bark throbbing with

impending disaster and could hear the roar of the

rapids growing nearer and nearer. I shut my eyes

and went ahead, hoping for a miracle. Somehow I

obtained a reputation for riches for which there were

no reasonable grounds. I managed to hold on for a

year at high pressure, then for another six months
with difficulty, living on the credit that twelve months'

ostentatious solvency had secured me. Then ensued

a few months of decline, and on the morning of my
twenty-third birthday I found myself heavily in debt

and penniless. A few borrowed fivers kept me afloat

for a short time and then Lionel Holland put a spoke

in my wheel and sent me headlong. I had been asked

to a supper given by a friend of mine who had just

come of age. He had partaken frequently of my
hospitality in my prosperous days, and, having some
sense of gratitude, had not omitted me on this im-

portant occasion.

To my annoyance, I found that Lionel Holland,

with whom I did not know my friend was acquainted,

was of the party. We welcomed each other with

outward civility, but I saw danger in his eye.

The supper passed off pleasantly enough, and after-

wards we took hansoms and drove to my friend's

rooms. I escorted a chorus-girl from the Frivolity,
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a particular friend of mine, with whom I was making
desperate attempts to keep on terms of intimacy. Our
hansom broke down, and my little friend, nervous and
hysterical, fainted. I carried her into the vestibule

of a well-known club, where, with the aid of brandy,

she was brought round, and after ten minutes or so

declared that she had no intention of going home, but

asked me to take her on to join the others. We found
them wondering what had happened to us, and in the

excitement of detailing the scene I did not notice that

the manner of the others had perceptibly changed
towards me. As soon as I detected a certain coolness

I realised that Lionel Holland had been saying some-

thing to my detriment. The women were especially

distant, and I know no class who can make a man feel

so unpleasantly that he is not wanted as the sort of

female whom my host was entertaining. They have
a genius for being cruel to anyone who is going under,

and after all, it is not to be wondered at. They them-

selves have risked too much to care about increasing

the odds. In such a mood, however, they are

dangerous, for no considerations of breeding restrain

them. My own particular friend was taken out of

the room by one of the other women, and on her return

I could see at once that she had had repeated to her

whatever Lionel Holland had said. Her manner
became suddenly insolent and aggressive, as if she

felt that it was she who had been wronged. Inwardly

I quaked, for I knew what she was capable of.

She had taken more wine than was good for her,

and was by no means mistress of herself.

As usual, I was in charge of the piano, playing

accompaniments [for anyone who would contribute a

song and filling in myself with snatches of music hall
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ditties, or florid pianoforte arrangements of the most
popular tunes of the day.

I had even successfully accompanied Lionel Holland,

who had rather a nice voice, and had managed with

great skill and tact to put him in high good humour
with his performance. I was nervously conscious that

it was necessary for my own dignity to make the

evening pass off smoothly.

My little friend was then pressed to sing, and I

hastened to join in the request. Though she had an
exceedingly pretty voice she was one of those people

who become vocally helpless if in any way under the

influence of alcohol. Her voice sounded weak and
tremulous ; she was unable to keep to the right key,

and, feeling that she was making an exhibition of

herself, lost her temper more and more at every bar.

In an absolute panic I did everything I could in order

that her song should pass off successfully, but to no

purpose. She forgot her words, and I ventured to

prompt her, which seemed to irritate her the more.

To make matters worse the others laughed.

Suddenly she stopped and laughed too, an unpleasant

laugh with little mirth in it.

" He's a nice pianist, isn't he ? He'd be more at

home blacking the lodger's boots, instead of pretending

to be a gentleman on his mother's hard earned savings.'
9

She herself was a plumber's daughter, but in her

case that was not to the point.

With commendable presence of mind I pretended

not to hear, and commenced to play something loudly

on the piano.

She was, however, transported with rage at her own
failure and determined to make somebody pay.

She shut the lid of the piano down violently, and I
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only just managed to save my hands from being

crushed. To such a female, in such a condition, it is

not a long way to hysterics.

" Get back to the lodgers I" she screamed. " What
do you mean by coming here and pretending to be a

gentleman ? You ought to be horsewhipped. You
" Here followed a string of epithets intensely

humiliating to have to listen to under the circum-

stances. The other ladies present proceeded to take

her part and to treat her as a highly injured female.

They crowded round her as she lay sobbing and
gurgling and swearing on the sofa, and deluged her

with sympathy.
" I really don't wonder at her being upset," said one.
" Such a thing to find out. Enough to make her feel

small," protested another.
" It is indeed," said a third, and turning to me added

with a comic attempt at hauteur, " You cad !"

I felt terribly uncomfortable. I quite saw the sort

of character Lionel Holland had been kind enough to

give me. I felt like breaking a champagne bottle over

his head, only it would have done no good, and ven-

geance should always bide its time if it is to be effective.

He too looked uncomfortable, as if he had not

expected the mean part he had played to be brought

home to him so obviously and so soon.

As my presence seemed to make the lady grow worse

every moment I suggested that I should go. My host,

a youth with every instinct of good breeding, would not

hear of it, but several of the other men were growing

a little tired of the scene. They had only met me in

such society as we were now in and it did not matter

to them what my origin was. They would not be

called upon to recognise me in a legitimate social way.
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" Good-night, your lordship," said one of the women
mockingly, as I left the room.

It was no haphazard gibe. Obviously Holland, in

order to heap further discredit upon me, had revived the

boast of my schoolboy days. I went up to him before

I left the house and said quite quietly, so that no one

else could hear :

" You will be very sorry for this, and I want to

assure you of the fact."

I cannot describe the intense conviction I managed
to throw into the words. I felt they would come true.

He tried to laugh scornfully but the failure died upon
his hps. He was frightened in spite of himself.
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CHAPTER IV

The next morning I had a stormy interview with my
landlord. He would wait no longer for the arrears of

rent. He gave me three days to pay or to find other

rooms. In the meantime he would detain my things.

My little skiff had decidedly reached the rocks.

I went down to the house at Clapham, which I had
failed to let. The blinds were drawn and a weather-

beaten notice board leant in an intoxicated manner
over the shabby railings. I had not been near it for

months, and as I opened the front door the place smelt

damp and reminded me with a shiver of the deaths

that had taken place there. I almost heard the

whisper of my mother's voice in my ear.

Curiously enough, I had made no attempt to sell the

furniture. I seemed to have had a premonition that

the house would yet be a home for me. I went over

it, drawing up the blinds and letting in the dreary

February light. Every now and then I paused and
listened. I seemed to hear someone moving about

the house. The garden, which had been my mother's

hobby, was in a most desolate condition, and a dead
and decomposing cat lay across the threshold of the

back door. The atmosphere of the whole place

seemed tuned to the key of my own depression, and I

must admit to sitting down in the forlorn parlour and
59
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shedding tears. Even the most self-reliant character

must resent being absolutely alone in the world, and
I felt terribly alone. I suppose those who have

listened amazed to the story of what they are pleased

to call my crimes would scarcely believe that I have a

craving for sympathy. True, it must be sympathy
on my own terms, but I crave for it. Personally I do

not at present ask for pity, but were the comfortable

classes given to psychological analysis—which they

are not—it might astonish them to discover in how
little they differ from the practised enemy of society,

the criminal. Many a highly respected member of

society whom prosperity has prevented from feeling

the incentive of crime is a criminal in embryo. For
myself, I have achieved my object ; I shall die Earl

Gascoyne, and my child will bear the title after me.

My descendants will belong to the ruling classes, and
I shall be handed down to posterity as an interesting

study. The British snob never wholly deserts a lord,

and will consider the scaffold to be not a little honoured

by my patronage. I am sure that there are thousands

of worthy people who would sooner the whole matter

had been hushed up ; I for one am of their opinion. I

could have dispensed with a niche in history between

Gille de Rais and Madame de Brinvilliers. The fame
of posterity always asks too heavy a penalty in this life.

I realised that I should have to do the work of the

house at Clapham myself, so I decided to lock up all

the rooms except the sitting-room, a bedroom, and
the kitchen.

I engaged a woman to come in for the first few days

and light fires and clean up. Then, handing her the

key, I returned to town.

I owed over sixty pounds at my lodgings which I
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had not the least prospect of paying. I had my land-

lord's word for it that he would not allow a thing of

mine to be moved out until my debt was discharged.

I had no mind to lose my stock of wearing apparel,

which constituted a very valuable asset. Removing
my things during the night would be a very difficult

business, and the slightest noise would rouse the

people of the house and prevent my ever getting them
out at all. I walked about the whole afternoon think-

ing the matter over and evolving one scheme after

another, only to throw them all aside as impracticable.

My chambers were on the second floor, which increased

the difficulty. The only possible thing was to bring

my clothes down loose and put them in a four-wheeled

cab and then to remove my travelling bags empty.
To carry down heavy luggage would have been im-

possible. I secured a four-wheeler and conceived the

idea of telling the driver exactly what I was about to

do, promising him a sovereign if he would help me.

Never was money better spent.

I told my landlord to call me early as I had a cer-

tainty of obtaining a hundred pounds in the morning.

So cheerful and optimistic was my manner that I am
sure he was deceived, for he executed my order for

a chop with alacrity. At about eleven I went to bed
and, ringing my bell, asked for some whisky and hot

water. This was in order that the servant might
report that I had retired for the night. Three o'clock

was the time my cabman was to make his appearance,

and at half-past two I rose, dressed, and looked out

of the window. There he was, and the street was
clear of policemen.

I put on my fur coat and, carrying as many things

as possible, crept downstairs. In an incredibly short
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space of time I had placed my first instalment in the

cab. Half a dozen times I crept upstairs and down
again, with my heart in my mouth, till my belongings

were bursting from both windows of the cab. To
my infinite delight, I rescued everything, down to my
boot-trees. There was hardly room for me in the

cab, but I managed to squeeze in and we drove away.

Robinson Crusoe returning to the island with his raft

covered with useful articles from the wreok was not

half so elated. We trundled away to Clapham, and
at about four in the morning I had my belongings

safe and sound in my own house. Their loss would
have been a terrible blow, and as I retired to rest I

breathed a sigh of gratitude. My landlord would, I

suppose, declare that he is revenged, now that he has

had the felicity of reading how an unfeeling judge

gave me certain details as to the way in which the law

proposed to deal with me. The death sentence has

always sounded to me a most undignified and vin-

dictive snarl. I have most certainly never been im-

pressed by it, and never less so than when I was
directly interested in its pronouncement.

It was very clear that I was now called upon to earn

my own living. I did not doubt my ability to earn

enough to keep me, but I shuddered at the prospect

of days of hopeless drudgery in the City that other

men might grow rich. For eighteen months I had lived

in comparative luxury. I was spoilt for playing the

part of a slave. Five times the salary I was ever

likely to obtain seemed to me mere poverty. I strolled

about the City day after day for some weeks without

any definite result, and the very few pounds I had
managed to scrape together were disappearing fast.

Grahame Hallward was now in the City and as
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friendly to me as ever. He would, I was sure, lend

me money if I asked him, but a very natural feeling

prevented my exposing my parlous condition to

Sibella's brother. In fact, I did everything possible

to give him the impression that I was prosperous.

Sometimes he would come in during the evening and
smoke with me, and I invariably kept from him the

truth that I did the housework myself, complaining

bitterly of the incompetence of the imaginary female

who came in to cook and put things straight for me.

There was only one person from whom I could borrow

money, and I felt a very natural diffidence in writing

to Godfrey after the way I had treated him. Ship-

wreck, however, was too imminent for such scruples

to prevail, and in reply to my request the kind-hearted

fellow sent me twenty-five pounds, saying that I was
on no account to allow pride to stand in the way of

asking for more. As to my not having fallen in

with his views, surely I had a right to manage my
affairs my own way.

When alone in the evenings I used to draw out the

genealogical tree of the Gascoynes and study it.

Whilst living in London I had made a good many
inquiries and had found out exactly where I stood.

That is to say, I had collected a great deal of informa-

tion as to the habits, health, and chances of longevity

of the members of the different branches that stood

between me and the succession. The table I have
already given had not altered materially. The Earl

at that time was twenty-three years of age, holding

a commission in the Guards, and had been married

some months before to an American heiress. They
might have any number of children, so that it was
strange that, though I was in no way lacking in com-
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mon sense, I should persist in dreaming of myself as

finally attaining the rank of Earl Gascoyne.

It was at this time I came across a book which
interested me exceedingly. It was a record of most of

the celebrated poisoning cases in history, but the author

had the gift of vivifying whatever he touched with rare

qualities of imagination. He was able to fill in the bare

outlines left by mere chroniclers with an atmosphere

which carried singular conviction, and he could weave a

tale of interest from the most meagre details. Given the

crime and the historical characters, he followed them
all through the different emotions which led up to the

catastrophe with faultless instinct. He possessed a

breadth of mind in dealing with assassins which was
unusual, and pointed out that great criminals are as

a rule so far removed from other men that it is pre-

sumption to measure them by the same standard.

The courage and fortitude with which they almost

invariably face death, he cited as a proof that prob-

ably most of them had reached a philosophic elevation

of which they themselves were perhaps unconscious,

and from which death hardly seemed so terrible an

event. He was not interested in the commonplace
criminal. The Borgias, Madame de Brinvilliers, the

Earl of Somerset, and Thomas Henry Wainwright,

were the aristocrats in crime who roused his curiosity

and seemed to him worthy of psychological analysis. A
criminal in his eyes might be great, just as any other

man might be great who lifted his profession out of

the common rut by the magic of personality. He
deprecated, for instance, the unreflective execration

which historians pour out on those who have removed

Kings and Emperors. Most of them, he held, were

men who had everything to lose and nothing to gain
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by their act. They could look for no immunity.

RaVaillac, torn to pieces by horses, Gerard, tortured

to death for having done what he considered his duty

in removing William the Silent, seemed to him to have

missed their share of commendation. More dignified

a hundredfold they seemed to him than the egotistical

apes who sat in a mockery of the judicial mind in

judgment on Charles I. For the latter at least there

was every chance of escape and no personal courage

was required.

Not that he had anything to say in actual defenoe

of secret poisoners. If they chose such a line of con-

duct, they must not grumble when the day of reckoning

came. At the same time, he paid all deference to their

courage, for the risks of murder are always enormous.

I cannot say when first the book began to exercise an
influenoe over me, and to turn my mind in a certain

direction, but as I grew more and more depressed with

my failure to obtain a means of livelihood, an idea

gradually formed itself which, though I dismissed it

with a laugh at first, returned again and again, assum-

ing more and more of a permanent character each

time.

The loneliness of my life, for with the exception of

visits from Grahame Hallward my days were solitary,

encouraged morbid reflections. At first I entertained

the idea as an abstraction. I clothed the Gascoyne
family and myself in fifteenth-century garb, and
placed the scene in a medieval Italian city. I wove
plot and counterplot. One by one I removed them
all from my path, and till the end walked unsuspected,

doing my work with caution and precision.

Each day I had a new set of subsidiary characters

whom I moved hither and thither according to the

5
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exigencies of my mimic conspiracy. The game became
a mania with me. I read every book I could discover

that had to do with secret crimes.

For a while I walked with the grim shadows of the

past and would have no companion but the shades of

murderers. Caesar Borgia whispered in my ear as we
paced the gardens of the Vatican, and the scarlet

bow of his mouth twisted sardonically when he told

me in a low, musical voice of how Giuseppe died.

Lucrezia intoned as in a trance her secret deeds,

telling me how she had killed her boy husband and
taken her brother for a lover.

I bore Nero's cup of poison to his victims and watched
their vain efforts to grapple with unconquerable agony,

or their final look of terror as the growing paralysis

of death crept over them. There was in the long list

of poisoners, ancient and modern, a French abb6

who in particular interested me. His crimes had been

uniformly successful, for he had discovered a drug

which left no trace, but a gradual terror took possession

of him and, though unsuspected, he confessed his guilt.

Recorded poisoners have necessarily been the

clumsiest. To be deteoted is to confess oneself un-

skilled. Pretty, dainty Madeline Smith, sitting im-

perturbable and charming through the long days of

her trial, must have reflected that the thing could have

been better done and that eighteen is a little young
to begin.

Madame de Brinvilliers and the French poisoners

in the reign of Louis XIV. were fascinating. The crime

drew a meretricious charm from the daintiness of the

period, even if the punishments were barbaric. It

was certainly unlike the porcelain manners of the time

to break a lady, an aristocrat, on the wheel.



CHAPTER V

One day it struck me that I had never seen Hammer-
ton, the magnificent Hampshire home of the Gascoynes.

It was the most important of the half-dozen places

that went with the title, and I wondered that so far

curiosity had not impelled me to visit any of them.

I made up my mind to see them all, beginning with

Hammerton ; and so, one exquisite day in June, I got

on my bicycle early in the morning and rode out of

London. The bicycle probably strikes a jarring note

in the telling, but I have no doubt that their em-
blazoned chariots, caparisoned horses, and luxurious

barges, were to my great prototypes as little romantic.

As I rode along the level Roman road, the only

figure in sight, I felt a great exhilaration. I was the

adventurer setting forth, the hero of the story going

to claim his own. The towers of Hammerton rose

ever like a mirage on the horizon, and once or twice I

was obliged to check myself, so far had my fancy

roamed. I reflected seriously that my plans, if

romantic in the after telling, should be practical in

execution, and that it must be left to the poet and
dramatist to mould them to poetic fancy. I doubted
not that I should at least achieve a name worthy of

their notice. Romance, however, was my master, as

it must ever be of the imaginative. She is the mistress
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of the secret ways, and the touch of her finger-tips is

superior to the very lips of my Lady Commonplace.
I breakfasted at a wayside inn, my table set in a

garden which was a melody of roses, while beyond, on
fields and pasture-land, the growing sun drank up the

morning mists. By the time I was on the road again

the day had become tropical and I was fain to ride

easily.

I had chosen, for an excellent reason, apart from a

human weakness for fair weather, a fine day and a
Saturday. Hammerton was a noted show place and
on such a day there was likely to be a considerable

number of visitors, and I should most probably not

be notioed by the person whose duty it was to take

the visiting parties round.

Hammerton lay some way from the main road and
some thirty-five miles from London. I struck off into

narrow lanes where the trees arched overhead and the

sun streaming through their branches made lacework

of the shadows beneath. An intense stillness lay

about these bypaths, and it was but rarely I passed

anyone. Here and there I saw little patches of red,

violet, or white in front of me which when I overtook

them turned out to be cottagers' children, and in-

variably there was a thatched dwelling near nestling

by the road. I was too entirely town bred to be able

to identify the countless species of birds that piped

and warbled as I rode among them.

At last, after having descended a steep lane where

the ground was so broken as to make riding impossible,

I began to ascend, and finally emerged on the brow of a

hill and on to another high road. Some three miles

off, crowning another hill which was a mixture of

rock and grass land, stood Hammerton Castle, lordly
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and feudal. At the foot of the hill on which it was
built a river wound its way through the pasture-land,

and, about its base, nestling beneath its shadow as

if for protection, clustered the little township of

Hammerton, red-roofed and mellow. I looked at my
watch. It was barely twelve o'clock, so I went into

an adjacent field and lay down in the grass, amidst

buttercups and daisies, and from the shadow of a

great elm surveyed the home of my ancestors at leisure.

It was indeed a noble dwelling. The glamour of a

great past was about it. Its majestic proportions and
lordly turrets told of traditions which were little less

than royal.

It was from these walls that a Gascoyne had flung

defiance at King John, following it by so stout a defence

that that amiable monarch had been compelled to

pass on gnashing his teeth, only to meet his rebellious

Barons at Runnymede.
A Gascoyne had held Hammerton for Edward of

York. It had been a favourite with Queen Elizabeth,

whose condescension had impoverished a couple of

generations. Later, it had stood a siege from one of

Cromwell's generals, and so stubborn had been the

defence that the only military tyrant England has

ever known hastened to its reduction, and was after

all compelled to grant an honourable capitulation.

Even now as I lay and dreamed in the morning sunlight

I could see the shattered garrison emerging from those

gates, drums beating, colours flying, while the Puritans,

who never had a chivalrous word for their foes, looked

sourly on.

I lay gazing over the intervening landscape at the

castle till well on into the afternoon. I wove it and
its surroundings into one day dream after another.
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It was four o'clock when I arrived at the main
entrance and stood with a small group of excursionists

waiting for a guide. The great gates opened on to

level lawns, and, large as the castle looked from with-

out, I was amazed at the space of ground its circular

and battlemented walls enclosed, even though it was
broken up by buildings, "some of them quite modern.
I stepped after the guide with a distinct feeling of

pride in the knowledge that even if far removed I was in

the line of succession to all this magnificence. There

was among us the usual historical authority who kept

on stopping the guide to ask him some irrelevant

question. The latter, however, had a very effectual

manner of dealing with such tactics, and always

began the particular description he was engaged on all

over again. We weire shown the spot where Lord
Gascoyne, hero of the memorable defence against

Cromwell, fell mortally wounded. In the banqueting

hall there was a superb collection of armour, which
included a coat of mail worn by Riohard, the lion

Heart, and the sword used by Henry at Agincourt.

It was the picture gallery, however, which interested

me most, and I had barely scanned half a dozen Lelys,

Reynolds and Gainsboroughs, before I saw how entirely

my mother had been a Gascoyne.

She might have sat for the portrait of the celebrated

Anne, Countess of Gascoyne, whose picture occupied

the post of honour. My mother had possessed the

same curiously deep blue eyes. The nose, just a little

too large, was identical, as were the oval of the face

and the turn of the head. I lingered behind the others

to look at this picture more closely, and when finally

I tore myself awayI found the guide droning overthede-

scription of the most remarkable portrait in the gallery.
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It was true that most of the Gasooynes were dark,

but Ethel, the sixth Earl, was more like a Southern

Italian than an Englishman. The name sounded
curious as belonging to a man. He must have had
singularly fine eyes, and yet the painter, with rare

perception, had painted them half closed. To have

done otherwise would have been obviously wrong.

There was not a feature or a point in the portrait which
did not suggest subtlety. Since that day I have often

sat and gazed at the picture. It has a fascination for

me whioh never palls. I intended to have had my own
hung by the side of it. Indeed, I have left orders for

a portrait to be done.

In common with most people who walk their way
in secret he had apparently a love of green, for though

the picture is slightly disturbed by a note of scarlet, in

this again the artist showed rare judgment. He had
rightly felt that the composition, to be characteristic,

required it. The figure in the picture wears emerald

barrings, and his sword, belt, and boots are embroidered

with jewels. The guide book tells us that he secured

the title by treachery. He was more than suspected

of poisoning his eldest brother, and was known to have

killed in a duel another brother who stood between

himself and the earldom. He spent, so the guide told

us, a great deal of his life in Italy, where his doings

were reported to have been of unfathomable infamy.

Late in life, long after the period of the emerald

earrings, he returned to Hammerton, and if his youth

had been prodigal he compensated for it by a penurious

old age. He shut himself up in a tower and left the

remainder of the castle to go to rack and ruin. He had

one companion, reputed to be an Italian magician.

The countryside told awful tales of the secret rites and
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horrors practised by these two, and the guide-book

mentioned a village maiden spirited away by super-

natural means and compelled to bear them company
against her will. True, another chronicler of the time

confidently asserted that the self-same maiden was
afterwards seen in a neighbouring town in very un-

desirable company, but this latter historian was a

Gascoyne and obviously biassed.

I was in dread lest a most extraordinary coincidence

should strike the guide or the excursionist's. I at

once noted the great likeness between the portrait and
myself. The features were Jewish and so were mine.

This was the more curious because in this respect we
had no common ancestor. He must have been about

my build and height, and the eyes seemed to meet mine

with a slightly mocking smile of recognition and a

subtle under-glance of sympathy.

I do not know whether the picture is all I fancy it

to be, or whether my imagination, fired by its likeness

to myself, gives it its atmosphere, but to me it is

extraordinarily suggestive. Whenever I look upon
it the life of this exquisite passes through my brain

like a painted procession. He was obviously one of

those born to the worship of beautiful apparitions, and
his life had been passed at the extremes of joy and
bitterness which that apparently exoteric, but in reality

deeply esoteric, cult involves. It was a face that could

never have known the lethargy of mediocrity. When
his spirit slumbered it must have been the sleep of

satiety. I am glad I never saw a picture of him in old

age. That face, stained with the vices of an intoxicating

youth and torn by the humiliation and agonies of

middle and old age, could not have been pleasant. I

am convinced that there were no looking-glasses in that
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solitary tower where he and his mysterious friend died

and were only found when the rats had half eaten them.

But to me the great point was that he was impatient

of dullness, and had stretched out his hand to take

what he wanted. The guide-book said he was without

natural affection. How little the world understands

men ! As if an egotist of character might not slay the

mother he loved for a dear purpose.

Morally, Ethel, Earl Gaseoyne, was a matricide, the

family chronicles deponing that his mother had died

of grief at his crimes. He could not have been entirely

destitute of natural affection, for he was apparently

overwhelmed with sorrow at her death, as the inscrip-

tion on the stately tomb which he erected to her

memory in Hammerton chapel indicated.

I wandered after the gaping, chattering group hardly

hearing what was said. How was it that I was so like

this Gaseoyne who was so singularly unlike his kinsmen,

and who had put into practice the dreams I had
dreamt ? He had been right. Hammerton had been

worth risking something for.

We visited the lonely tower where he was supposed

to have spent the haunted evening of his days in

searching for the elixir of life, and where the rats had
left him a hideous, obscene corpse. The trippers

seemed infected by the gloom of the story, for in silence

they tramped through the spacious, echoing, upper

chamber, where he was reputed to have studied the

stars, and to have sold himself to the Evil One.

This old man who found it so difficult to die—he was
nearly a hundred when the end came—spent his last

years in a debauch of mystical speculation, remaining

interesting to the end.

As we crossed the grassy lawn on our way out a
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carriage and pair drove in through the great gates.

It in were seated a young man and woman of a sur-

prising distinction of appearance. The young man was
dark, but not as Ethel, Earl Gascoyne, had been dark.

The hair, eyes and moustache were dark brown. The
face itself was almost feminine in its delicacy of colour-

ing. The flush of the cheeks and the redness of the lips

might have been envied by a young girl. The suggestion

of effeminacy, however,was negatived by the iron deter-

mination of the mouth. I don't think I have ever seen

so firm a face which did not suggest obstinacy. The
eyes were keen, and looked out from beneath the finely

pencilled eyebrows with a winning expression of kindli-

ness. The face, however, was too sensitive to be desig-

nated by so stodgy an expression as good-natured.

The guide touched his cap, and turning to the group

who stood waiting, said impressively :
" That is his

lordship."

The excursionists gaped after the carriage as if my
lord and my lady were a show.

I rode back to London in the cool of a perfect summer
evening thinking deeply. I had seen enough of the

world to be quite sure that luck or capital were the only

two things which could bring wealth while a man was
still young enough to enjoy it. The first could in the

nature of things only come to one man in a thousand,

and the chances of a stroke of luck really worth having

were even more remote. As for capital, I had none,

nor was there the least probability of my obtaining any.

Therefore, unless I was content to work hard to make
some other man rich I must step out of the conventional

path.

I was unknown to all my aristocratic relatives.

Should mine be the unseen hand which was to remove
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them from my path ? And if so, was such a thing

possible without risks disproportionate to the gain ?

It was a stupendous enterprise. The career of a

murderer was not to be undertaken lightly and without

reflection. The more I thought about it, however, the

more convinced I became that I should decide on

making a struggle for the Gascoyne title and the

Gascoyne millions.

After all, the family was nothing to me. The
member of it to whom I had appealed for assistance

had refused even to see me, and should I persist in my
design this would have been as well.

From the study of poisoners I proceeded to the study

of poisons, and in this way I spent the remainder of the

summer.

Digitized by



CHAPTER VI

With the help of Grahame Hallward and a striot

economy of the money which Godfrey Twyneham had

sent me I managed to get through the summer fairly

comfortably. I visited the West End but rarely, and
was spared the indignity of being cut by my former

acquaintances.

I gathered from what Grahame Hallward let fall that

Lionel Holland had given him an idea of the humiliation

I had undergone in his presence. Grahame was much
too chivalrous and sweet-natured to wound my feelings

by anydirect allusion to it ; I doubt, indeed, if he realised

that he had ever given me a hint of his knowledge.

Sibella had no chivalry, and when I called could not

forbear to make pointed allusion to people who passed

themselves off for being what they were not. Again

I left the house hating her, and still my dreams were

tormented by thoughts of her.

By the autumn I had quite made up my mind that

I would try and clear my path to the Gascoyne earldom.

I tabulated the lives it would be necessary to remove.

They were as follows :

Simeon, Earl Gascoyne, aged 25
Ughtred Gascoyne, „ 55
Henry Gascoyne, 62
Gascoyne Gascoyne, „ 68
Gascoyne Gascoyne, „ 27
Henry Gascoyne,
Edith Gascoyne,

„ 22

„ 23
Henry Gascoyne, „ 89

76

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 77

It was strange that there were not more women,
and it was somewhat of a relief. The killing of women
is not a pleasant task, believe me. I have learnt so

much from experience. The great question was,

where to begin. The old gentleman of eighty-nine

might be left out of the reckoning. It was highly

probable that by the time I brought my operations to

a conclusion, he would be beyond the need for

attention.

I debated with myself the alternatives of beginning

near the head of the house, or with those members who
were furthest removed. After much reflection I

decided that it would be better to begin where there

was likely to be the least suspicion of foul play.

Gascoyne Gascoyne was the son of the man who
had snubbed me so unmercifully when I applied to him
for introductions. He was twenty-seven years of age,

and I had absolutely no knowledge of him beyond that

fact. I knew that his father was on the Stock Ex-
change, and the Red Book told me that he lived in a

house at South Kensington. I wandered about in its

vicinity for several evenings and gathered that young
Gascoyne lived at home with his father and mother.

It was hardly likely that the young man who came
home every evening at the same time and only went
out again at irregular intervals would be other than

the son of the hous9, and I was assured that he was
the man I was looking for by his entering a carriage

one evening with the master and mistress of the house

and being addressed by them as Gascoyne. The time

had come to formulate a plan of campaign, and I went
home and shut myself up with French cigarettes to

think.

My study of poisons had been profoundly unpro-
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ductive of suggestion. The vast majority of them
were thrown aside as ridiculous. To use them would
have been suicidal. Corrosives, for instance, with

their obvious evidences, could never be employed
except by the most thoughtless and ignorant. I even

disliked reading about their symptoms. I would cer-

tainly as soon have dashed out the brains of my
victim with a sledge-hammer.

True, there are, I believe, on record cases where

poisoning by arsenic had passed undetected, but it

was far too slow a medium ; I might not always have

sufficient time at my command. I studied the irritants

with an equal feelingof dissatisfaction, and the neurotics

filled me with a sense of the hopelessness of the task I

had undertaken. I was firmly convinced that there

must be a poison somewhere in which the chances of

detection were infinitesimal. Copper, and the pos-

sibility of its being administered so that its presence

in food might appear accidental, detained me some
time and cost me a great deal of thought, but how to

manage it was not very apparent. At any rate, I

mentally registered the idea ; I was determined that

on no account would I commit anything to paper. I

have at all times considered the carelessness of criminals

in this respect most curious. I reflected that it would
be an excellent thing to devote so much time every

evening to a retrospect of the day's work and if pos-

sible to destroy all evidences as I went along.

My sinister resolution had been taken so imper-

ceptibly that I found myself engrossed with the

details before I was quite aware of how far I had
travelled in the matter.

About this time I picked up a book on reincarna-

tion, and I began to wonder if after all I might not be
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Ethel, Lord Gascoyne, come again. In default of being

able to prove the contrary I came to the conclusion

that I was. The fancy pleased me and I would

indulge it.

In my search for a good medium I was confronted

with the fact that the secrets of the best poisoners

have died with them. Confession does not recommend
itself to the strongest intellects even when in extremis.

Now and then of course the vanity of a great artist

has led to inconvenient death-bed boasting, as in the

cade of Philippe Darville, who, imagining himself

about to die, gave an exhaustive and circumstantial

account of his crimes, and recovering, was brought

to the block, only his sense of humour supporting him
through the trying development.

I continued my search for the medium I wanted,

and in the meanwhile made myself thoroughly ac-

quainted with the habits of young Gascoyne Gascoyne.

In appearance he was tall and athletic, and his

character seemed to be that of most young men about

town with natural instincts and without too much
imagination. He patronised the lighter forms of

theatrical entertainment, and I recognised him as

having been one of the habitues of theFrivolityTheatre.

Further inquiry elicited the fact that he was being

assisted to sow his wild oats by a young lady of the

chorus with a snub nose and with that in her which
can only be described as " devil." She appeared to be
genuinely in love with him and had proved it by de-

clining to allow him to marry her—an offer he had
made in the first days of their acquaintance. He was
busily employed in the City all day, and, being an
only son, his parents seemed to expect more attention

from him than would otherwise have been the case.
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jThe house they lived in had gardens at the back which
opened on to a quiet road. Having no very clear con-

ception as to how I was going to act I derived a certain

satisfaction from hanging about this road, and was
surprised one night by almost running up against young
Gascoyne Gascoyne as he emerged from a private

gate which he locked behind him with a pass-key. I

watched him walk swiftly into the thoroughfare, hail

a cab and drive away. It was barely eleven o'clock,

and when I returned and looked at the house all the

lights in the lower windows were out. That, how-
ever, in what I had by observation gathered to be his

bedroom was alight. Evidently he was not sufficiently

emancipated from parental control to go his own
way openly, or his secrecy was due to consideration

for his parents' feelings.

I ascertained that as a rule when he spent the even-

ing at home he left the house as soon as his parents

were in bed, and if in time called at the theatre and
drove his infatuation home. Sometimes he did not

return to South Kensington till daybreak. It seemed
such a daring proceeding that at times I wondered if his

father might not be cognisant of it. The girl's name
was Kate Falconer. I don't suppose it was her real

name, but as such she figured with a couple of dozen

others at the bottom of the play bill.

Since her attachment to young Gascoyne she had
dispensed with the attentions of all her other admirers.

I was sorry for her, as it meant that she was wasting

time. She lived in a flat in Bloomsbury, three floors

up, and once her front door was shut she was as secure

from any observation as if she had been living in the

moon.
The problem was a difficult one. It was essential
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that I should not be acquainted with either of them.

Put brutally, the task I had set myself was how to

poison a man to whom I was a perfect stranger, and to

whose food-supply I had absolutely no means of access.

Whichever way I looked at the matter I was forced

to the conclusion that there could, be no success

without a certain amount of risk, and I had not y6t

accustomed myself to the idea of risk. It seemed
inevitable that I must make myself acquainted with

young Gascoyne somehow or other, but I left this as

a last resource, and I am glad I did so, for fate assisted

me in a most remarkable manner.

One Sunday afternoon I found myself wandering in

the neighbourhood of the Bloomsbury flats where Kate
Falconer lived. I had become so tenacious of my
purpose that whilst thinking out some definite scheme
I enjoyed feeling that I was in the vicinity of my
intended victim. I knew that as a rule he spent Sun-

day afternoon at the flat. A sudden curiosity impelled

me to enter the building, and, passing the hall-porter

as if I had business, I climbed to the top. It seemed
likely to have been an aimless proceeding, but as I

was descending I heard Miss Falconer's door open

On the landing just above me, and recognised her

voice in conversation with young Gascoyne.
" I shan't see you till next Saturday then ?"

" I'm afraid not ; my father and mother will want
me every day till they go away. I shall call for you
on Saturday at eleven. Our train leaves Waterloo

at eleven-thirty."
" Just fancy a whole week at the seaside together !

It will be perfect, won't it ?"

There was a silence eloquent of an embrace. I

waited, anxious to know where they were going.

6
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" You don't mind a quiet place ?"

" I should have minded it a year ago. I like it

now."
" Well, Lowhaven is quite quiet, and at this time of

year we shall probably have the hotel to ourselves."

There was another embrace, and, conscious that

the interview might draw to a close any moment, I

stole downstairs.

I would go to Lowhaven and stay at the same
hotel. It might lead to something. In thinking the

matter over I had arrived at the conclusion that I,

having apparently no motive in young Gascoyne's

death, could use means which would be unwise on the

part of people upon whom suspicion would fall as a
natural consequence of their crime.

Supposing unseen I dropped aconite, or some such

poison, into a whisky-and-soda, how could suspicion

possibly fall on me ? At any rate, it was worth while

going to Lowhaven. I could not quite make up my
mind whether to travel by the same train, or to

precede them, or to follow them. Even such minor
details required careful consideration. It was im-

possible to say which method of procedure might not

leave a clue to the acute mind of Scotland Yard.

Discovering that there was only one hotel at Low-
haven, I decided to go down on the previous day.

Lowhaven turned out to be a mere village, at which

I was somewhat sorry, as every new arrival became
at once an object of attention. The hotel was situ-

ated at the extreme end of the tiny parade. Such
walks as I took were all in the direction that led away
from the town.

Whether I should write my own name in the hotel

book or not was a question. I was undecided about
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it up to the last moment. I reflected that it was
quite possible that a smart detective might take the

trouble to find out all about the only visitor to the

hotel if anything should occur. As a matter of fact,

there were three other visitors in the hotel, a mother

and two daughters, who as a rule kept to their rooms,

only emerging to go for walks or drives.

Gascoyne and his companion did not come by the

train they had settled on, and I began to wonder
whether after all they had changed their minds and
gone somewhere else, or whether circumstances had
prevented their coming at all. I was far too cautious

to ask or seek information even in the most round-

about way.

I studied the time table in the privacy of my own
room. There was another train which would bring

them down about five o'clock.

I established myself in the vestibule with some after-

noon tea in front of me, and a little after five they drove

up looking deliciously happy.

I grew quite sentimental over them, and was com-
pelled to take a long walk to cure myself.

I had, before I left town, decided that aconite

would be the best thing I could use if I chose to run

the risk of a poison which left evidences. Aconite

essentially knows its own mind, and the struggle is

not a long one.

After tea 1 went for a long tramp, and on my way
back met them walking along the edge of the cliff.

They were entirely engrossed in each other and barely

noticed me as I passed, although there was not another

soul in sight. The day had been perfect, but a gale

sprang up as soon as the sun went down, and the

rioting wind shook the little hotel as if it had been
6—2
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matchwood. There were six of us in the hotel dining-

room at dinner, and with true British aloofness we
had placed ourselves as far apart as possible. The
lady and her two daughters dined in silence, as if it

were a solemnity too deep for words. I sat alone and
surveyed the reflection of young Gascoyne and Kate
Falconer in the mirror in front of me. A bottle of

champagne decorated their table, and between the

courses they gazed into each other's eyes in an ecstasy

of happiness. After dinner the widow and her two
daughters disappeared. Young Gascoyne smoked a
cigar and took coffee and liqueurs in the vestibule

with his chair pushed close to Kate Falconer. By
half-past ten everybody in the hotel had gone to bed,

and I lay smoking innumerable cigarettes and think-

ing deeply, while the storm howled and raved without.

In the morning when I awoke there lay before me a
panorama of foam-crowned waves, driving furiously

to the shore or tossing tumultuously and flinging their

spray into the air.

It was Sunday, and despite the terrific wind the

widow and her daughters went off to church, disappear-

ing up the winding path of the cliff with superhuman
struggles against the wind. I was late, and watched
them from my bedroom window.

As I passed down the corridor on my way to the

dining-room I met a servant carrying a breakfast tray.

It could only be for Gascoyne and his friend, and I

would have given a great deal to have had five seconds

with that teapot undetected.

It disappeared into bedroom No. 10, and I went
downstairs to a solitary breakfast in the dining-room.

The day passed quite uneventfully. The two lovers

appeared to a late lunch and spent the afternoon
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in a bow window in the hall. Young Gascoyne smoked
cigarettes which Kate Falconer lit for him, a proceed-

ing contemplated by the elder of the widow's two
daughters—who, apparently a little wearied by the

company of her relatives, had descended to read a

book in an armchair—with a tightening of the upper

lip. Kate Falconer's bringing-up, however, had trained

her to the disapproval of the more respectable members
of her own sex.

I suppose the day would have been very dull but

for the state of suppressed excitement I was in. Once
I almost thought my chance had come.

After tea the lovers parted for the first time since

they had arrived. She went upstairs and he went to

the reading-room. I strolled out into the garden and
glanced in at the window. He was seated at a table

writing letters. After a few minutes I returned to

the hotel. As I entered the door a waiter was carrying

a whisky-and-soda to the reading-room. I sat down
in the hall and waited, not imagining that I should be

able to reach the whisky-and-soda but determined not

to lose a chance. In a minute or so the waiter returned

to the servants' quarters, and in a few minutes more
Gascoyne came hurriedly out of the reading-room and
ran lightly upstairs. I walked slowly into the room.

The whisky-and-soda, untouched, stood on the writing-

table by a half-finished letter. Unfortunately there

was a glass door between the reading-room and the

hall, and it caused me to hesitate. The next moment
Gascoyne was back again in the room and the oppor-

tunity was gone.

He and Miss Falconer, who seemed to have recog-

nised me, had evidently more than once made me the

subject of conversation, but had been too wrapped up
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in each other to take any further notice. Finding

ourselves alone, however, he became quite companion-

able. He had charming manners and a singularly

pleasant voice. I took a fancy to him from the first,

and keenly regretted that our acquaintanceship must
be so short.

I was compelled by the exigencies of the situation

to avoid anything like actual friendliness, which I could

see young Gascoyne was perfectly ready to display.

I had five days in which to do my work.

Monday passed uneventfully. It was a glorious

day, and Gascoyne and Miss Falconer went out early

in the morning and did not return till dinner-time.

There was nothing to be gained by impatience. The
only thing was to watch, and to seize the opportunity

should one occur. Tuesday and Wednesday went by,

and on Thursday I heard Gascoyne tell the manageress

that they would be leaving the next day. It seemed

as if my visit were to be in vain.

I had ascertained that Gascoyne and Miss Falconer

had two rooms on the same landing as myself, Nos. 10

and 11. On Friday morning, the day of their depar-

ture, as I was on my way downstairs I saw a breakfast

tray for two on a chair on the landing outside their

room. The breakfast was untasted. It was obviously

theirs, and the waiter had most probably gone back

for something.

There was not a soul in sight. I looked over the

staircase. There was no one to be seen in the hall

below. In a second my resolution was taken. Swiftly

I took the tiny phial containing the aconite from my
pocket and dropped a few grains into the teapot.

As I descended the stairs I met the waiter returning,

breathless. He held a sugar basin in his hands, which
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he had evidently forgotten. I went on to the dining-

room. To me the hotel was already full of the ghosts

of pain. I was haunted even in that moment of stress

by the one weak spot in my scheme. Aconitine is

not instantaneous, neither does it rob the victims of

their intelligence, which remains clear and undis-

turbed till the end. Should either of them be asked

if it had been suicide the reply would of course be in

the negative, and that would be an awkward factor at

the inquest.

In a few minutes the hotel was in a state of excite-

ment. This was what I had expected. The doctor

was telephoned for from the village. Before he

arrived, however, all was over and an awful gloom
descended on the place. I felt severely the dis-

advantage of not knowing all that had passed in the

death chamber. It appeared that the widow lady

thoroughly understood nursing, and had at once ordered

anyone who could not be of use out of the room. I

was certainly not likely to pretend to any medical

knowledge, so I remained in the hall asking eagerly

for news from anyone who came down from the sick

room, the widow's two daughters, all their reserve

banished, keeping me company.
It was their mother who brought us word of the

tragic ending.

In a few minutes everybody in the hotel was gathered

in the hall discussing the affair in hushed voices, and
it was at this moment that the doctor bustled in.

" I was not at home when you telephoned," he said.

The manageress explained that the people he had
come to attend on were dead.

" Surely not, my dear Miss Worcester. Let me see

them at once."
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The widow stepped forward.
" I have been a hospital matron, doctor, and I have

no doubt about it." She commenced to lead the way
upstairs, the doctor and the manageress following her.

In a few minutes the manageress reappeared.
" Telephone to the village and tell them that some-

one is to come from the police-station at once."

This was unpleasant, and I must confess to a dis-

mally nervous feeling, but I was somewhat reassured

by hearing the manageress say in conversation with

the widow :

" I think it must have been suicide."

" They seemed very happy," said the widow.
" Lately married, I suppose." And the manageress

raised her eyebrows and looked at the widow interro-

gatively.

" One must not judge, but I fancy " the widow
stopped. She did not look the sort of woman who
would take the least pleasure in scandal.

The doctor sent down again in a few minutes

instructions to send a messenger for another medical

man. The driver of the hotel fly mounted a horse and
rode off in hot haste. We wondered whether it was
possible that after all they were not dead. I scarcely

knew which I hoped for. I was not sufficiently

hardened to be without a vague desire that they should

be alive. At the same time, it would be a terrible

nuisance to have to do the work all over again.

Our doubts were soon set at rest. When the doctor

came down he announced that there was no longer

the least doubt that life was extinct. Gascoyne's

card-case and his town address had been discovered,

and his father had been wired for, who replied that he

wpuld be down by the next train. At the tijne he wap

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 89

expected I went out. A nameless horror came over

me at the idea of seeing the father's face in its first

grief and despair.

When I returned to the hotel the coroner had
arrived. The post-mortem took place that afternoon ;

the inquest was held the next morning, and I attended.

Mr. Gascoyne first gave evidence, formally identi-

fying the body of the man as that of his son. He was
marvellously self-controlled, but his face was ashy.

So far it had been impossible to communicate with

any of Kate Falconer's relatives, but in the course of

the inquest a telegram was received by the coroner

from a sister, who stated, however, that she had not

seen her for two years.

The evidence of the waiter who carried up their

breakfast followed. He deposed to leaving the

breakfast tray in the room, when they appeared well

and cheerful. It must have been about ten minutes

later that the bell was rung violently and he hurried

upstairs. He found the young man in an armchair

and the young wom^n lying on the bed, both of them
evidently in great ~pain. He immediately went for

the manageress. The young woman kept on crying

out that she had been poisoned, and the young man's

distress at her sufferingwas such that it was impossible

to get anything out of him.

The evidence of the widow and the manageress

followed. Then came the doctor, and the court grew
tense with interest.

It was undoubted, he said, that death was due to

aconite, taken apparently in a cup of tea. When he

arrived at the hotel they were both dead. Death
had been singularly rapid. The other medical man
corroborated.
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The case had a distinct element of mystery, but in

the absence of evidence of motive it seemed that a

verdict of suicide was inevitable.

The inspector strengthened this presumption by
the intangible insinuation which he managed to convey

in his evidence. The jury obviously thought it curious

that in reply to a question from the foreman he ex-

plained that nothing which could be shown to have

contained the aconite was to be found.

Still, the coroner summed up distinctly in favour of

suicide, and such was the decision of the jury, a verdict

which caused Mr. Gascoyne the greatest distress.

Immediately after the verdict he took his son's

body back to town, leaving instructions, as I dis-

covered, that the girl's funeral was to be at his expense

unless the relatives wished otherwise, and that he

personally would attend, a display of feeling I had
hardly thought him capable of.

I returned to town late that night and reached my
house at Clapham in the early hours of the morning.

As I opened the door it was as if the voice of an

unseen presence pervaded the emptiness of the house,

whispering :
" Murderer !" and when I awoke the next

morning it seemed as if the heavy gray light of dawn
wove itself into haunting, opaque shapes. With a

shudder I realised that never again should I be alone

and at peace.



CHAPTER VII

After such a brilliant success I felt that I required

rest. It would not do to set to work again until my
nerves were thoroughly restored, and the period of

excitement I had passed through had left them a little

unstrung. It took me nearly a month after Gascoyne

Gascoyne's funeral to recover from the haunting

terror that I had left a clue, and that sooner or later

someone would come across it. I had scoffed at the

maxim * Murder will out.' I found myself living in

company with it. It had a way of springing into my
head when I woke in the morning, and the letters

danced in front of me like devillings. It repeated itself

in my brain rhythmically for days, and it required

the strongest effort of will on my part to silence it.

It must be remembered that I was very young, and
that what I had done was irrevocable ; further, I am
not naturally callous. I remained indoors smoking

a great many French cigarettes, and accustoming my-
self to the consciousness of guilt. Grahame Hallward

called one evening and, declaring that I looked too ill

to be left, offered to spend the night with me, I was
about to accept, but refused hastily on recollecting

that in my sleep I might fill the house with confessions.

No man can be answerable for himself in the silent

watches of the night. It gave me a distinctly weird
91
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feeling when I reflected that till my dying day I must
lie alone o'nights with looked doors.

Grahame Hallward, unaware that I had chosen my
profession, threw himself with all the loyalty of his

nature into the question of my future. He could not

understand my indifference, and, considering that I

had borrowed a fairly large sum from him, it probably

appeared a little unfair. He loved me too well, how-

ever, to give the least indication that he considered I

was not behaving quite straightforwardly.

He suggested that I should go to South Africa, but

I pointed out that without capital I could not hope to

obtain work that was not mere drudgery. I ex-

plained also that I had some plans which I would tell

him of later, but that at present they were not de-

pendent on myself, which was perfectly true. I

was fully aware of how important it was that I should

secure some means of obtaining a regular supply of

money, and at the moment I had not the least idea as

to how this was to be done. It must obviously be

something which would not occupy my whole time. I

regretted my wasted capital every day. I might have

made a small income out of racing. It would not

have been very difficult provided I contented myself

with small profits.

Whatever happened it was imperative that I should

not sell my house. An insignificant, semi-detached

villa in Clapham was an ideal lair. I thought at one

time of seeing if I could obtain a footing on the stage

—that refuge of the vain and derelict—but I decided

that it might bring me into such prominence as might

even cause the Gascoyne family to take notice of me,

the last thing to be desired.

Day after day I racked my brains for a solution of
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the difficulty. I believed I could carry through any
feasible scheme, and my Jewish blood taught me to

rely on my powers of application.

While I was deciding on a good method of providing

for my current expenditure, I was also deciding on
which member of the Gascoyne family my next blow
should fall, and I consulted the chart daily.

It was highly improbable that the father of young
Gascoyne would have any more children unless his

wife died and he married again, and although her grief

at the death of her son was extreme, she was not made
of the material that succumbs under sorrow.

It was with a weird sense of shock that one morn-
ing I received the following letter :

" Dear Sir,

" Some time ago you wrote claiming relation-

ship to the Gascoyne family, and asking me to help

you to some situation in which you might earn your

living. I must apologise for my unsympathetic atti-

tude on that occasion. Should you still be in need

of a post I shall be glad if you will give me a call.

" Yours very truly,

" Gascoyne Gascoyne."

The letter, together with the morning paper, was
lying in the hall when, half asleep, I passed through it

one early spring morning on my way to the kitchen to

cook my breakfast. I was at the moment doing such

housework as was necessary. I made myself a cup of

tea, toasted some bread and boiled an egg before I

opened it. Having read it I sat still as if mesmerised

by its contents. I thought I must have misjudged

the man, till I reflected that had it not been for the
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blow my hand had dealt him his nature would have

remained hard as before. I was on the borderland

of remorse, and it was the aim of my life to keep out of

that ghostly territory. I had from the first made up
my mind to regard the whole matter of the Gascoyne

family from a purely business-like point of view, and
so I turned to the practical side of his letter, which

required consideration.

Was it possible to make use of him in any way ?

That was the essential consideration. The first thing

to decide was whether it was likely he would recognise

me as having been at Lowhaven. As far as the

inquest was concerned I had no fear. I had kept well

out of his sight. On the other hand, even supposing

he had not seen me, was it good policy to conceal the

fact that I had been there—always supposing that I

decided to make use of him ? At any moment some-

one might turn up and betray the fact, and a reason

for the concealment would not be easy to find. Per-

haps some idea of putting me in his dead son's place

had entered his mind, and thus the question of finance

would be settled. I pondered over the pros and cons

for nearly a week. One day the pros carried all

before them and the cons were in full retreat. The
next day the retreating objections had entrenched

themselves, impossible to dislodge. The cons had
behind them the full force of a nervous objection to

facing Mr. Gascoyne, an objection well to be under-

stood. Still, the solving of the financial difficulty

was all important. I was near my last sovereign. I

could always refuse any offer he made me should it

threaten to clip my claws too completely, or smother

my freedom of action in a London office. I waited

till the sovereign was broken into before I made up
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my mind. In fact, I waited till my last half-sovereign

was eighteenpence to the bad, and all my boots showed
signs of wear. Then I decided to risk it, and I wrote

saying I would call on Mr. Gascoyne at his City address

at noon the next day. I received a telegram saying

that he would prefer it should be one o'clock, from

which I deduced that he proposed to give me his

luncheon hour, and would possibly ask me to share

that meal should I be presentable. I have always

had a rare instinct for deducing correct conclusions

from the faintest suggestions, and it has been in-

valuable in acquainting me with the peculiarities of

fields on which imminent battles were to be fought.

Evidently Mr. Gascoyne was inclined to be friendly,

therefore modesty and frankness were the weapons
with which to make the victory decisive. He was a

business man, and, considering my circumstances,

nothing was to be gained by outward display. Indeed,

a plain dressing for the occasion—blue serge, blue

foulard tie with white spots, and a bowler—was abso-

lutely right, and did not necessarily suggest a Bond
Street wardrobe in reserve, rendered temporarily

useless for lack of good boots.

I was as nervous as I have ever been when I mounted
in the lift to the second floor of the tall block of build-

ings in the City where Mr. Gascoyne's offices were
situated. I could not help reflecting that young
Gascoyne must have ascended in the same lift times

without number.
It was not for me, however, to indulge in such re-

flections, and I shook off any morbid cobwebs from my
thoughts and stepped into the outer office with a subtle

and affected consciousness of innocence which I was by
constant practice enabling myself to assume at will.
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The clerk took my card and noted the name with a
look of intelligence.

u Oh yes, Mr. Gascoyne is expecting you, but there

are two gentlemen with him now. Please take a seat.

I will tell him you are here.'
1

He went to a speaking-tube and informed some one
at the other end that Mr. Rank was in the office.

" Mr. Gascoyne will see you in one minute." And he
returned to his papers.

In a moment Mr. Gascoyne opened the door of his

inner office, showing out two elderly men. Whilst

listening to their last words he motioned me to enter

with a grave smile.

In a minute he joined me and closed the door of the

office behind him.
" Please sit down, Mr. Rank." He seated himself

on the chair behind his desk and motioned me to the

one opposite. I could not help noticing how much
he had aged in the two or three months that had elapsed

siftce I had seen him last.

" You are not like the Gascoynes," he said, with a

smile, " and yet there is a something."
" My father was a Jew, and I think I am like

him."
" To be frank with you, I have taken the trouble to

find out exactly the relationship in which we stand."

I felt alarmed. It was distinctly unpleasant to hear

that he had been making inquiries about me.
" This is my mother's photograph," I said, handing

him a small likeness of her. He looked at it with

interest.

" It is a very sweet face. She is dead, I believe ?"

" Yes, I have no nearer relative than Henry Gas-

coyne."
%
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" Ah, poor old man, I am afraid he does not know
anyone. He is quite childish."

" So I understand."
" Have you ever seen the family portraits at Ham-

merton ?"

" Never." I was determined to deny any particular

knowledge of the family.
" Your mother is extraordinarily like some of the

women. I do not know the present Earl, but I have
visited Hammerton as an excursionist."

" I have never been there."
" And now will you come and have some lunch ?

I am a busy man and cannot afford to waste time."

Either he was wonderfully softened, or the letter

he had written me when I first applied to him
was utterly unlike himself. I was unable to make
out which was correct, but I inclined to the former

conclusion.
" I have been wondering," he said, when we were

seated over some cutlets and a very good bottle of wine,
" why you were so long in answering my letter."

I replied, with every appearance of frankness, that

it had taken some amount of thought before I could

decide to put my pride in my pocket and swallow his

former snub.
" I thought it was that," he answered. " I must

frankly admit that my reply to your application was
very uncalled for, but when I wrote it I was smarting

somewhat under the ingratitude of a young man I

had taken into my office a short time before."
" It is forgotten," I said. " After all, men in your

position must receive a host of requests for favours

that you are unable to comply with."
" That is true," he said, " quite true ; but still, from

7
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one claiming relationship—however, let us forget it.

Tell me about yourself."

I was perfectly candid, and told him the story of

my life. It was all inexpressibly strange ; this man
bending forward with every appearance of interest and
sympathy listening to the life story of his son's mur-
derer. I was amazed at the way I could pose, even to

myself, as a perfectly innocent person, and was secretly

vain of a great artistic success. I found myself filling

in the picture which I was painting for him with

numerous little touches, all deliberately designed to

heighten a carefully considered effect. I told no lies,

however ; indeed, it was quite unnecessary. Without
that part dealing with his own son the simple story

was very effective. I did not hesitate to hint that there

was the memory of a woman troubling me. He was
sympathetic at once but did not urge further con-

fidences at the moment.
" Perhaps one of the other reasons why I was not

particularly drawn by your being a member of the

Gascoyne family," he said, when I had finished, " was
that I am not on friendly terms with any of them.

My wife was of humble origin, and such of them as I

know were very uncivil to her, and, to tell you the

truth, the name of Gascoyne had become somewhat
distasteful to me."

We were strolling back to the office and he had laid

his hand loosely in my arm. He had evidently taken

a fancy to me. So much for the voice of Nature.

Indeed, all my life I have noticed that the voice of

Nature is a somewhat misleading guide ; very apt to

call the listener to follow over all kinds of dangerous

and quaking bogs. People have a way, too, of labelling

the shrill scream and tuneless croaking of their own
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pet conventions and prejudices as the voice of

Nature, if the occasion suit them, and their shallow

consciences do not imperatively demand correct

definitions.

" Before I make you the offer that is in my mind,"

he said, when we again reached his office and I was
once more seated opposite to him, " I wish to ask you
whether you heard that I lost my only son a few

months ago under somewhat tragic—circumstances."
" I was at Lowhaven," I said gently.

He looked at me in unfeigned surprise.

" You were at Lowhaven ?"

" I did not mention it before, but I was staying in

the same hotel."
" I don't remember you."
" I kept out of your way. I was naturally unwilling

to intrude at such a time."

He buried his face in his hands, and something

between a groan and a sigh escaped him. It was
evident that the memory of his bereavement was
inexpressibly poignant.

" I am glad you knew him, if only by sight. Did
you ever speak to him ?"

"A few words in the hotel smoking-room, that is

all. He was a splendid looking feljow."
" He was. It has broken his mother's heart. It

was strange that you should have been there."
" I did not even know his name, till " I paused.

He uncovered a haggard face.

" Well, it is over ; the past cannot be recalled.

Would you care to come into my firm ?"

He made the offer hurriedly, as if anxious to escape

from painful thoughts.

He then laid his plan before me. I was to come
7—2
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into the firm and learn the business of stockbroking.

Further than that he was not prepared to go, and he
made no promises.

He looked at me steadily as he said this, and
I gathered that if I were satisfactory I might hope
for all things. A glance at his face convinced

me that he was not the man to recede from any
promise, no matter how much his sympathy with me
became a diminishing quantity, providing my abilities

were sufficient. I accepted his offer. It might be
possible to use the situation as a lever. It certainly

put an end to the obscurity which I had considered

so strong an asset. I have often wondered before and
since the trial whether my original plans might not

have been more successful. I believe that they would
have furnished more adventure and excitement. At
the same time, the difficulties would have been almost

insurmountable, and—well, I chose my methods and I

failed, although I have consolation in the brilliance qf

the failure.

I was to have two hundred and fifty pounds a year

to begin with. It was decidedly a princely offer,

considering that he would be paying for the trouble

of teaching me.
" Later on, Mr. Rank, it would give me pleasure to

present you to my wife. At present I am afraid that

you, in the plenitude of your youth and manhood,
might rouse sad thoughts."

He drew me a cheque for twenty pounds, and,

taking me into the outer office, introduced me to his

manager, chief clerk, and the staff generally, and,

asking me to be at the office at ten o'clock the next

morning, dismissed me.

I walked all the way back to Clapham thinking
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deeply. Financially I was evidently out of danger

for life, and I had good warrant for dreaming of myself

at the head of Mr. Gascoyne's firm. It was proof of

how entirely the Gascoyne coronet had become an
obsession with me, that the prospect of a permanent
income, with wealth, even, in the perspective of middle

life, did not in any way suggest that I should relinquish

the glittering prize on which I had set my heart.

Perhaps if Mr. Gascoyne's offer had come before my
first success I might have abandoned my purpose,

but it would have been obviously absurd to burden

I had almost said my conscience—so strong is the

habit of conventional thought—with a murder abor-

tively. I could not help smiling ironically on recalling

Mr. Gascoyne's evident liking for me. According to

all rules of accepted psychology I should have had
something unpleasant in my personality which he

should at once have detected. It was extraordinarily

remiss on the part of instinct that it should not have

been so.

Grahame Howard came in to see me that evening

and was overjoyed at my news. He was evidently

impressed when he learned that it was my relation-

ship to the Gascoyne family which had secured me
such an advantageous situation.

" So after all, Israel, what you used to tell me was
true."

" Did you ever doubt it ?"

" Not since the day you gave me your word of

honour that it was so."

It may appear strange, but I have always been

singularly fastidious about my word of honour.

Grahame then broke to me some newswhich came as a

staggering blow. Sibella was engaged to Lionel Holland.
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" The one thing I really like about Holland," he

concluded, " is the way he has stuck to Sibella."

I could not simulate indifference, and Grahame
saw that his announcement had been a shock to

me.

I stood looking out on the little garden with its

soot-begrimed walls which the sunset had drenched in

scarlet, trying to control the tempest of feeling which

surged within me.

Grahame understood, and came over, putting his

arm round my neck.
" I am so sorry, Israel. I quite understand. Really,

I'd sooner it were you."

I smiled somewhat bitterly.

Grahame's preference for me was hardly a consola-

tion, fond as I was of him.
" I'll come over on Sunday," I said.

" Do." He understood my anxiety to impress

Sibella with the idea that I did not care. I wondered
whether things would have been different had Sibella

known of my altered prospects. I was convinced that

I held at least an equal place with Lionel Holland

in such affection as Sibella was capable of. It was
Thursday

; by Sunday I might possibly have conquered

the first sting of chagrin sufficiently to conceal my
feelings. The excitement of my new venture in life

was entirely lost in the night of despair I passed.

Equally with the Gascoyne earldom, Sibella was my
ambition. She was the kind of girl to whom the

position of Countess Gascoyne would have come quite

naturally. In common with her brothers and sisters

she had that which would have enabled her to carry

off any dignity, frivolous and superficial as her real

nature was. I had dreamed of the joy of placing her
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in a position so very much above anything she could

have expected.

Still, the battle was not over. I believed in my
power to conquer her in competition with Lionel

Holland, if I were given equal worldly advantages, and
it seemed as if such advantages were coming my way.
The fact that I was unable to idealise Sibella never

cooled my love. I burned for her, and frankly con-

fessed it. For the rest, she had spirits and special

magnetism enough to make her a delightful com-
panion. A great many of her faults matched my own
weaknesses. I sympathised with her desire for beau-

tiful clothes at any cost, as well as with her yearning

for the right of entry to that society which the middle

classes exalt by envying and imitating.

I made up my mind to fight, and went for the first

time to Mr. Gascoyne's office somewhat comforted by
the mere determination to give battle to my rival.

I discovered very speedily that the work suited me
admirably. The rest of the clerks evidently gathered

that my being taken into the firm had been made a
special feature of, for they treated me almost with

deference.

I had by this time fixed on the next member of the

Gascoyne family whom I intended to remove. It was
Henry Gascoyne, the orphan son of Patrick Gascoyne.

He had a sister, but all intervening females yielded pre-

cedence to my mother, as heiress to her father. It was
therefore not necessary to consider her. Her brother

was about twenty-two years of age, and by a little

inquiry I learned that he was at Oxford, where he had
already gained a reputation as one of those who might
do wonderful things if he chose to apply himself, but

who preferred to be content with the reputation of his
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potentialities and the cultivation of as much muscle

as was consistent with nights spent in hard drinking.

I inspected his father's will at Somerset House, and
learned that he and his sister had been left some
fifteen thousand pounds apiece, which capital, however,

they could not touch till Henry Gascoyne was twenty-

five. His sister was entirely devoted to him, and
spent her own income in keeping up a small house in

the New Forest which he had inherited from his

father. He would have been content to let the whole

place go to rack and ruin, but devotion to her father's

memory, and a desire to have a place which her brother

might look upon as home, induced her to support the

establishment entirely out of her own resources. So
much I had learned from two or three visits paid at

irregular intervals to the neighbourhood.



CHAPTER VIII

The Sunday after Grahame had brought me the

news of Sibella's engagement I visited the Hallwards.

I managed to get through a conventional speech of

congratulation, stung to self-possession by a certain

radiance and exhilaration in Sibella's bearing. Gra-

hame had told them of my good fortune, and there

was a distinct change of manner towards me on the

part of the other members of the family. They had
never wholly believed that I was related to the Gas-

coynes, or had thought that if it were true I was making
the most of a very remote connection. To them I

had been the object for as much patronage as they

dared display towards one not prone to endure con-

descension. I could see that Sibella looked at me with a

new interest. She was growing into a truly beautiful

woman, and all trace of the slightly suburban minx
was becoming rapidly obliterated by a crescendo of

style and distinction. It was quite evident that she

would have the manners and self-possession of a

thoroughly well-bred beauty, and she had acquired

a facility for putting on her clothes with an altogether

overpowering effect of distinction. It seemed to me
a little curious that a character which I knew to be

somewhat small should have achieved a certain im-

pression of breadth and ease in her personality. Prob-
105
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ably it was the result of the unquestionable fact of her

extreme beauty. At any rate, she was rapidly learning

the secret of predominance, and she showed, captivating

and delicious, in distinct relief to her surroundings.

Mr. Gascoyne's twenty pounds had enabled me,

through the purchase of decent boots, gloves, etc.,

to bring my wardrobe into play again. I had
dressed as rakishly as possible, determined that

Sibella should have no satisfaction in the dejection

of an unsuccessful lover. I knew her character and
the pleasure she would have derived from it. I simu-

lated the best of spirits, and Grahame loyally helped

me to sustain the illusion. I was inwardly con-

sumed with jealousy whenever my hungry eyes fell

upon her, but I roused myself for a tour de force in

acting and succeeded. Lionel Holland came in

later. I saw him through the large drawing-room

windows coming up the path, supremely confident and
jaunty. He was evidently surprised to see me. We
had not met since the evening of my humiliation. I

greeted him cordially, however, and he was obliged

to be civil, but I had the satisfaction of feeling that he

was by no means at his ease. He was so perfectly

assured that, being poor, I was an interloper in a

well-to-do house, that he would have liked, I am
sure, to ask me what the devil I meant by intrud-

ing. I on my part was galled by the attitude of

superior intimacy he assumed in a house where I had

been intimate when he was a stranger to it. I was
perfectly determined that he should not dislodge me,

and that nothing he said or did should interfere with

my visits to the Hallward establishment. He was
staying to supper as a matter of course, and I detected

a shade of annoyance on his face when Mrs. Hall-
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ward, in consequence of an aside from Grahame,
extended an invitation to me to do likewise. I

accepted, although I was compelled to submit to the

disappearance of the lovers to the schoolroom for fully

an hour previous to the meal. I sang and played

to the others as I had been in the habit of doing, and
worked hard to make myself agreeable. I was so

far successful that Mrs. Hallward asked me why I

came so seldom, and discussed the Gascoyne family

in a corner of the drawing-room with me after supper.

She was herself the great-grand-daughter of a Nova
Scotian baronet and never forgot it, although she had
saving perception enough not to allude to it directly.

As a rule she brought it in with some such remark as

—

" There is I believe a baronetcy knocking about in

our own family somewhere—where exactly I don't

know—but it is there," a remark subtly framed, so

as to convey the impression that, being no snob, she

forbore to mention how very near the said baronetcy

was, in fact, that it was knocking about so very near

that it was quite possible a collision might occur at

any moment.
She was most decidedly a snob, but not of an objec-

tionable kind. As a matter of fact, I have always

considered well-bred snobs rather pleasant people, and
have often wondered whether they would have been

as well bred if they had not been snobs. People

who love the pleasantly decorative in life have at least

taste, and the preference for titles, fine surroundings

and social,paraphernalia may be a form of art.

" Do you and Lionel ever see each other in the

City ?" asked Sibella, who, I had already remarked,

was not so much in love that she could refrain from

teasing her lover.
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" Never," said Lionel shortly.

" For eighteen months I hardly went near the City,"

I answered.
" Doing other things ?" asked Lionel, in an unpleasant

tone.

" Living on my capital," I answered airily, giving him
a keen, steady glance of daring. " It was the most
beautiful time I have ever had, and I don't regret it.

It will never come again, and I might have spent it in

a dingy City office."

" Earning your living," put in Lionel.
" There was no necessity," I laughed.

Grahame gazed at LioneJ in haughty inquiry as if

desirous of knowing what he meant by being rude to

his guest.

In fact, Lionel's airs of intimacy and general at-

homeness obviously irritated Grahame not less than the

constant use of his Christian name.

I declined to be drawn into displaying the least sign

of annoyance, although Holland seized every oppor-

tunity to deliver innuendo or satire, the latter weapon
in his hands becoming more often than not mere clumsy
facetiousness. I made a point of being gay, and with-

out talking of my prospects in Mr. Gascoyne's firm

took very good care to leave the impression that it was
their promising nature that accounted for my good-

humour. I managed by judicious circumlocution and
tact to bring the conversation round to reminiscences,

throwing them far enough back to prevent his joining

in, and slyly flattering Sibella on the subject qf her

childish achievements so that she revived memories

with zest, and became engrossed with the recapitula-

tion of events and bygone adventures in which I, and
not Lionel Holland, appeared as her cavalier.
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" I believe Lionel is getting jealous," she remarked
towards the end of supper, noticing her lover's sulky

taciturnity.

I had been secretlysureof that fact for the last twenty
minutes, and had been enjoying a discomfiture which
the rest of the company had not appreciated. He had
also, as I perceived, grasped that whenever I chose I

was quick and dexterous enough to leave him conver-

sationally a laggard every time.

Not that I relied on these qualities to pass him in the

race for Sibeila's appreciation. My instinct in female

psychology was too sure. Certainly, if such superficial

qualities could have dazzled any woman, they would
have dazzled Sibella, whose mind was prone to skim
airily and gracefully the surface df things. Even the

most transparent of women, however—if there be such

things as transparent women—elude analysis when the

exact qualities which attract them in their lovers

come under consideration.

Sibella was hardly the character one would have

imagined overlooking the pinchbeck in Lionel Holland,

and yet she had accepted it with a most surprising

ease. Such a surrender seemed to negative all her

leanings, at any rate in surface matters, to the well-bred

and socially ascending scale. True, he would be rich,

but Sibella had other admirers who would be richer.

He had personality, and perhaps this wins with women
more than anything. With 3H his faults he was not

insignificant, and he was undeniably a very beautiful

young man, notwithstanding his obvious veneer.

I had taken my courage in my hands and stayed and
smoked with Grahame in the library, knowing full well

that Lionel and Sibella were in each other's arms in

the schoolroom. It is strange how we manage to
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endure the things which in anticipation were to slay us

with their mere agony.

Mr. and Mrs. Hallward were lax in their supervision

of the engaged couple, as they had been about every-

thing else in connection with their children. Sibella and
her lover remained undisturbed when her father and
mother retired for the night, and'it was passably late for

a young woman of respectable family to be letting her

lover out when the front door dosed behind him. She

evidently heard our voices, for she came into the library.

" You two still here ?"

She seated herself on the club-fender. She was wide

awake, and I remembered that as a child she had never

betrayed sleepiness at children's parties—she always

expressed her capacity to stay up to any hour. Her
family complained that she never could be induced to

rise in proper time in the morning.
" Isn't it lovely, Israel, for you to have had such a

piece of luck
!"

" Oh, I shall always fall on my feet," I answered,

easily. " You see, I was born lucky, and that is better

than being borti rich."

" How do you know you were born lucky ?" she asked

with interest.

I was not to be questioned out of my pose. " It's

like genius. An instinct teaches the genius to know
himself, and something of the same thought instructs

the lucky man."
I spoke with such perfect good spirits and conviction

that I could see she found hersejf believing me. She

perched herself on the edge of the great desk which

occupied the centre of the library and asked for a

cigarette.

" Don't smoke, Sibella," said Grahame. He was the
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sort of man who would not have objected to the female

belongings of 'anyone else smoking, but who objected

to his own doing so, on the ground that it was his

business to see that they suffered no material damage
in the eyes of the world.

" What nonsense, Grahame ! Of course I shall

smoke—as much as I like—well no, not quite as much
as I like because that would spoil my teeth, and I

don't intend to do anything that would injure my
personal appearance."

" That is a verypatriotic resolve," I laughed. " There

is some beauty so striking that it becomes a national

property."

Sibella made a face.

" Thank you. I'm nothing of the kind."
" For goodness' sake don't flatter Sibella," said

Grahame. " She is vain enough already."
" So long as she is vain and not conceited it does not

matter."
" The difference ?"

" Well, vanity is a determination to make the best

of our superiorities whilst frankly admitting them ;

conceit is a morbid desire to enforce the fact on other

people."
" Subtle," murmured Grahame, who never spoke

above his middle tones, " but I am not convinced.

Sibella thinks a great deal too much of herself."

"It is better than thinking too little of one's self,"

said Sibella, blowing rings of smoke and pursing up her

lips deliciously, till I could have cried out on her for

heartlessness.

" Very much better," I assented. " People who
think too little of themselves generally end by a mock
humility which is a form of conceit infinitely tedious.
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No, believe me, the vanity you decry has in it some-
thing of virtue."

Grahame turned to Sibella.

" Haven't you noticed, Sibella, how much older

Israel has grown of late ?"

" Not in looks," cried Sibella. " To-night he looks

like a boy."

This idea pleased me. The author of the secret that

lay in young Gascoyne's grave looking almost a boy
savoured of the incongruous, for which I had developed

an appetite.

" I didn't mean in appearance," said Grahame.
" Israel looks ae if he had never had a trouble."

The idea pleased me even more. Grahame's oriti-

cism showed that I was playing my game with the right

effect, and that the weeks of prostration following on
the successful coup at Lowhaven had left no effect.

Sibella, from her very nature, could not forbear giving

me one or two glances with just enough of feeling in

them, to fill the atmosphere with a vague suggestion of

sentimentality, but I behaved as if the very air she

breathed was not to me love's own narcotic. I fought

fiercely against myself lest I should give the least sign

that her power over me was supreme as ever.

" What lovely chocolates you used to bring me,

Israel
!"

I laughed buoyantly.
" Ah, but you remember the first Lionel brought

you. They cost more."

"As if I cared for that
!"

Grahame laughed in his turn.

" As if ,Sibella dear, you ever cared for anything else."

Grahame had the most incomparable way of pointing

out people's faults to their faces without offence.
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Sibella, however, looked angry.
" No one can say that I am mercenary."

I was at some pains not to join Grahame in the

roar of laughter provoked by this remark. Sibella

knew of old how impossible it was for her to cope

with Grahame, so she turned the batteries of her anger

on me.
" I believe you quite agree with Grahame."
" What about ?"

" Abotft my being mercenary."
" I am sure I don't."
" Then why did you laugh ?"

" I didn't."
" Well, I'm not mercenary, am I ?"

" Of course not." I smiled.

She detected the irony.

" Lionel never says such things to me." For one

instant I felt the lash and smarted. I was half inclined

to retort " Lionel is the prince of good manners," but

that would have given her the satisfaction she was
waiting for, and most likely she would have gone to bed.

Grahame at heart was very proud df Sibella, but he,

like myself, was under no delusions about her. His

special fondness was also partly a result of their having

been so much together as children. Mr. and Mrs.

Hallward's other children were much older, and with

the exception of Miss Hallward, an unmarried spinster

verging on forty, were either married or out in the

world. Miss Hallward, who must have been singiilarly

handsome in her youth, and who as a matter of fact was
so still, had devoted her whole life to her brothers and
sisters, and was particularly fond of Sibella, who made
use qf her in every possible way. Miss Hallward had
always been singularly kind to me, and I liked her.

8
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I could well remember an inoident which occurred

on the occasion of one of my first visits to the house.

Sibella had been asked to do something by Miss Hal-

ward and had refused, and, working herself into a rage,

had told her sister, who at that time could not have been
more than thirty, that she was a disappointed old maid
and that nobody had wanted to marry her because she

was so unattractive. Miss Hallward had grown very

white, and had turned on Sibella with a fierceness I

never saw her display before or after. The occurrence

was unimportant, except that it served to frame her,

as it were, in the past of an unhappy love story, and
she was always the more interesting to me because

of it.

When I said good-bye to Sibella I felt sure that she

was more interested in me than she had been since

as a boy of sixteen I had declared my passion and
had been granted the privilege of kissing her when
opportunity offered, little love passages of which

Grahame had remained in entire ignorance. I also

saw that I had succeeded in giving her the impression

I was aiming at—that I was wholly freed from her

spell. To a girl of Sibella's temperament this is at

all times amazing, and so far from being glad at her

rejected lover being in spirits she was at pains to detect

the unhealed wound. Still, she was in her way reajly

in love with Lionel Holland, and was not prepared to

invest more than the smallest superfluity of coquetry

and fascination in bringing me again into her net. I

verily believe it would have given her some pleasure

to see Holland and myself at each other's throats.

Then she would probably have been content to leave

me to some other woman. Had she known how near

I was at times to seizing her in my arms and kissing her,
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with or without her will, she would have been satisfied

—

more, I think she would have been frightened.

She had a peculiar and unexpected effect on me.

I found myself wavering in my purpose, and returning

once more to the question which I had thought decided

as to whether the risk I ran was worth the prize. I

even found myself troubled with scruples as to the

taking of life, and for some weeks was in serious danger

of abandoning my undertaking.

And yet I cannot say that Sibella had any direct

influence for good upon me, and it would have been

hard to define why she should have exercised a restrain-

ing influence upon me at all.

I continued my visits to the Hallwards and saw that

her pique at my apparent indifference to her engage-

ment grew.

She might have been content with the number of

admirers to whom it had obviously been a matter

of some moment, but Sibella wanted the one admirer

to care who was apparently indifferent.

I evidently pleased Mr. Gascovne at the office, for

his cordiality towards me increased daily. I threw

into my manner towards him just as much of the filial

attitude as I could without suggesting the least desire

to usurp the place of his dead son.

After a few weeks he asked me to come and dine and
meet his wife.

" By the way, Rank, my wife does not know that

you are a relative of mine, and for certain reasons I

would sooner you did not mention it—at least yet."

He was evidently nervous lest his wife might think

he had been quick to fill their dead son's place.

" I have my reasons, and I am asking you to oblige

me," he added cordially, noting the faint look of

8—2
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surprise I thought it policy to assume ; it would never

have done to let him think I could be treated un-

ceremoniously.

I dined at the house in South Kensington, outside

which I had so often watched. It seemed a quiet and
sad household. Mrs. Gascoyne possessed the feminine

capacity for filling the house with the presence of her

dead, and turning a home into a tomb. Mr. Gascoyne

was pleased that I managed to make her smile once or

twice, and said as much as we sat over our wine.
" I am afraid there is very little to amuse you here,

but I should be glad if you would dine with us now
and then. I think my wife likes you. You have
dignity, and she always likes people with dignity."

I laughed.
" You have been very good to me, sir," I said.

" I see in you excellent qualities, Israel." It was the

first time he had ever called me by my Christian name.
I was obviously progressing in his esteem.

He was right. I had excellent qualities. I always

had. I am affectionate, naturally truthful and kind-

hearted. My secret deeds have been an abstraction,

in no way in tune with the middle tones of my character.

Mr. Gascoyne was essentially a business man, and
it was my business qualities which appealed to him
most. I had a natural gift for order and method, and
although he was not given to praise, I detected a look

of pleased surprise when I displayed some unusual

perception of what was wanted in a particular situation.

Lionel Holland, who at least seemed to have imbibed

a wholesome fear of irritating me when we were to-

gether, could not witness my progress in the scale of

prosperity without making an attempt to injure me
in the eyes of my employer.
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It appeared that he knew a fellow-clerk of mine, a

youth who considered that I had ousted him from the

place which should in time have been his. I had not

been in the office a couple of hours before I grasped

this fact. He was a pleasant fellow enough in an

ordinary way, but his disappointment had brought out

—as far as his relations towards me were concerned

—

his worst points. He had a slight acquaintance with

Lionel Holland. This acquaintance the latter im-

proved upon, and I was not a little surprised to find

Harry Oust one Sunday afternoon sitting in the

Hallwards' drawing-room. He was staying with

Lionel from Saturday till Monday, and I think it gave

his host infinite pleasure to introduce him where I had
been known from childhood—though what particular

satisfaction it was to him I could not quite see.

I soon realised that my life's history was in the

possession of my fellow-clerks. I was too much in

favour with Mr. Gascoyne for them to venture to show
the contempt they felt because my mother had let

lodgings. I would have been glad if one of them had
had the temerity to throw it in my teeth, for an insult

to my dead mother would have found me a perfectly

normal person with an absolutely primal sense of

loyalty.
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CHAPTER IX

I missed no opportunity of finding out every detail of

young Henry Gascoyne's college career. From all

accounts he must have been surprisingly lazy, for no
one ever spoke of him without giving him credit for

great abilities. He was at Magdalen, had just scraped

through his Mods at the end of his second year, and
had then apparently given up any idea of serious work,

for in a few months his devotion to pleasure and his

defiance of college rules became so acute that he was
ignominiously sent down. A few days after this

auspicious ending to his career as a student, I met him
riding in the neighbourhood of his New Forest home
with a most cheerful countenance, and humming a tune.

I was on my bicycle, and later I came across him again

in a by-lane down which I had turned with the object

of smoking a pipe. My appearance was quite un-

expected and a little awkward. His horse was tethered

to a gate, and folded in his arms was a remarkably

pretty girl of the cottager class. I wondered if all the

human obstacles between myself and the Gascoyne

earldom were engaged in surreptitious love affairs.

The girl drew back hastily and hid her face, but not

before I detected that she had been crying. I was
walking my bicycle, and was a little annoyed that

Henry Gascoyne had had such a good opportunity of
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seeing me. He was evidently thoroughly wasting his

time from the worldly point of view, though I should

probably have agreed—had he put the matter to me

—

that he was making the best of his youth.

He was not exactly handsome, but he had a colouring

which, despite his dissipated life, gave assurance of

clean blood. He was well made, and had hair the

colour of ripe corn. Notwithstanding, however, his

eminently healthy appearance his self-indulgence had
absolutely no limitations except such as were pre-

scribed by good form, and he was prepared to leap

even this boundary if he could do so without danger of

being seen.

He had the misfortune to be cursed until seventy

times seven with the forgiveness of his friends ;
Harry

Gascoyne was not a person they could be angry with

for long. He had been known to steal a man's mistress

and yet retain his friendship, and as I saw him that

summer morning, booted and spurred, playing with

the little cottage maiden as a cat might have done with

a mouse, the indulgence he managed to secure for

himself from his fellow-men was not difficult to

understand.

I knew that his next move would be London. A
young man with means and no one to control his

actions is as sure to gravitate towards London as the

lizard is to seek the sun. His sister, who should have

been the man, urged a profession, suggesting the army,

but Harry Gascoyne kicked at the mere idea of a life

of routine and discipline. This much I had gathered

at the tiny little inn half a mile from the Gascoynes'

house, which was much frequented by the old man
who combined for them the office of indoor and outdoor

factotum. The keeper of the public-house itself had
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been placed in his present position by Harry Oascoyne's

father, so that the establishment quite partook of the

character of a feudal outpost. In addition, the land-

lady had been cook at the Grange.
" 'E'll never do no work, won't Mr. 'Arry," said the

old factotum, as he smoked his pipe on the wooden
seat by the doorway and surveyed the pines etched

black against the crimson flush of the setting sun.
" Not 'e, not 'e," agreed the landlord, taking in the

prospect with as little poetical refreshment as his com-
panion.

They were very proud of being able to converse

with intimate knowledge of the gentlefolk living hard

by, and conducted their conversation like inferior

actors, casting side glances at their audience to watch

the effect of the performance. Their audience was
myself, seated on the wooden bench on the other side

of the doorway and regaling myself with cold beef and
pickles. Vanity has always kept me from drinking

alcohol in any form, otherwise I verily believe I might

have been a drunkard. I think, perhaps, that being

unaccustomed to spirits, a glass of strong brandy on
a certain grim morning that draws nearer and nearer

will not be amiss.

But for this great matter of vanity, how many more
drunkards would there not be ! Not many with a

weakness for the bottle are restrained by the immor-

ality of voluntarily surrendering the gift of reason, or

the prospect of declining in the scale of prosperity.

The first objection appeals to them not at all, and the

second is not sufficiently apparent in its immediate

effects for it to act as a deterrent. An immediate

coarsening of the features and a general degradation of

appearance are different matters. Few people care
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about being repulsive, and to the real drunkard this

fact soon becomes apparent.

The two old men found the Gascoyne topic most

absorbing, and talked incessantly, till the crimson

light behind the pines changed to a faint opal, and
the stars were alight in the heavens.

" 'Is feyther, 'e never done no work," said the land-

lord.

" That be true," said the other, as if he were bearing

witness to some virtue of the late Mr. Gascoyne.
" 'E spent a deal of money too," said the landlord.

" 'E wur generous with 'is money," answered the

other.
" And none 'ave cause to know that better'n we."
" That's true enough."
" Miss Edith be more like 'er mother. A nice lady

but a bit close."

" It was as well one of 'em wur close or there wouldn't

'ave been much left."

" True."

There was a whole family history in these few

remarks. A man born rich, but a rake, and possibly a

profligate—a long-suffering wife enduring the slur of

meanness in her efforts to save something from the

wreck. Indeed, it appeared a wonder that she should

have saved so much.
Evidently young Gascoyne took after his father. I

gathered afterwards that the reason there was any-

thing in the nature of estate left was because the money
and house had been largely the property of Mr.

Gascoyne's wife, and it was through her forethought

that the boy and girl had been left equally well off.

" A girl's natural protector is her brother," her

husband had said when he and his wife were discussing
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the matter. " It is natural the boy should be better

off than his sister. If it is otherwise it puts the lad

in a humiliating position." Mrs. Gascoyne, however,

did not think so. She had absolute confidence in the

girl's affection for her brother, whilst from early boy-

hood she had detected a singular likeness between the

lad and his father. Yet although she trusted the girl,

it was possible that she loved the boy more. Indeed,

it was her very love that caused her to make provision

for him in his sister's affection and rectitude.

All this I learned by degrees.

I learned also that the girl I had seen in his arms
was something better than a cottager. She was the

daughter of a blacksmith who was fairly well-to-do,

and it was a tribute to young Gascoyne's courage that

she possessed not only a father, but half a dozen

stalwart brothers, who would most probably have

killed him at sight oould they have witnessed the

embrace that summer morning in the lane. As I sat

smoking my pipe in the perfect summer night, with

the fragrant perfume of. pine and tobacco mingling, I

heard someone coming along the narrow strip of white

road bordered with grass, whistling.

It was young Gascoyne on his way home.

It was evident that so far satiety had not begun to

knock at the doors of conscience, for a more careless,

happy creature it would have been impossible to

imagine.

He paused outside the inn in the middle of the

road, hesitating. I think I gathered what was in his

mind. He was trying to decide whether he should go

straight home to his sister, who was probably waiting

for him, or stay and drink more beer than he would

have cared for her to know of. Already the rose of his
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youth was coarsening slightly through the habit he

had inherited from his father.

He came to the opposite seat and sat down. He
was the incarnation of the born lounger. There was a

careless ease in his carriage, and a just perceptible

touch of exaggerated fashion in his clothes, which

betrayed a pleasure in personal appearance, something

beyond that merely incidental to youth.

At first he barely noticed my presence on the other

seat, mistaking me in the gloom—for I was sitting in

the shadow of the house—for some village yokel having

his fill before going on his way home to a scolding

wife. Gradually, however, it dawned upon him that

the occupant of the other bench was not one of the

stray labourers who patronised the place. As for

myself, I was wondering whether I should retire before

he entered into conversation with me, or run the risk,

and see if matters turned out to my advantage.
" Quiet place, this," he said, tentatively.

" I'm glad to say it is," I answered, lazily.

Always answer lazily when a well-bred Englishman

addresses you for the first time. It impresses him.

Young Gascoyne gathered from my voice that he was
presumably talking to an equal. He became friendly.

" I suppose you mean," he said, laughing, " that you
came here for quiet, and that you mean to get it."

" No, I don't quite mean that. So long as I can

sleep where it is quiet, I don't care very much about

absolute silence."

" Then I may talk to you ? The evenings are so

beastly dull down here." I made a very shrewd "uess

at the way he had been spending the earlier part of

that evening. The possibility of six brothers to fight

must have been exciting enough, but then Harry
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Gascoyne belonged to the class that wants amusing all

the time.
" The stillness of the nights here is awful—especially

depressing if you've been used to keep it up till the

small hours of the morning."
" I should have thought that it would have been a

welcome relief
."

44
I don't find it so."

"I suppose you're too young to feel the need of

rest."

He laughed. Evidently he thought it a good joke.
44 Oh, I say, you're not much older than I am, if at

all. Of course I can't quite make out in this light,

but "

" I've seen a good deal," I interrupted.
44 You've come from town, haven't you ?"

" How did you guess ?"
44 Oh, one can always tell."
44 Sorry I look such a cockney."
44 Everybody who comes from town isn't a cockney.

It would be rather awful if it were so."
44 Then how could you tell ?"
44
Oh, the best of people get a bit careless in the

country. It's something in the way town men put

on their clothes. Fellows who live in the country will

tell you that it isn't quite good form to wear your

clothes too well, but that's all rot. They're jealous

because they know they're slovenly."

I liked the way he talked, and, finding me companion-

able, he showed not the least desire to move. A new
friend always interested me, so I put away any un-

pleasant reflections as to our future relations, and
abandoned myself to the pleasure of a novel and
pleasant companionship. My cousin chattered on, and

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 125

gradually, as will almost invariably happen when two
young men are talking together—the more especially

over the bowl—the eternal feminine dominated. He
was obviously neurotic, for all his healthy skin and
philistine view of life in general.

He talked of women incessantly, but without any
reference to their share in the higher things of life.

He hinted vaguely of the existence of the cottage

maiden, but declined to be drawn when I encouraged

him to take me into his confidence.
" It's a ripping thing to be in love ; in fact, it's the

only thing that reconciles me to stopping in this beastly

hole."
" Romance is life," I murmured, lilting agreeably to

the rhythm he desired. " I don't understand how
people get on without it."

" I suppose there comes a time when everyone wants
to settle down," he said, echoing the usual concessions

of profligate youth to the demands of a period so very

far ahead that there appears to be little inconveni-

ence in confiding all promises of reformation to its

keeping.
" When we are tired," I assented.

<c
Perhaps that is

the truest definition of virtue, not to run any race with

excesses we are not equal to."

" I say, that means a pretty long rope for young
people, doesn't it ?"

" Yes, the rope will give out with youth, and then

they can conveniently hang themselves."
" I say, for goodness sake don't talk like that. I

shan't dare to walk home." « 3

* Are you afraid of the dark ?" 7<

" Yes, I believe everybody is more or less."

" You are frank, at any rate. What a time primeval
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man must have had of it ! I should say that when
night fell these woods were alive with ghosts. I

suppose the man with muscle was the only possible

romanticist in those days. It was romance under its

most healthy aspect."
" You mean that men had to fight for their women ?"

" Exactly ; so much muscle, so many women."
" The women must have feasted on the sight they

love best—men at each other's throats."

" On the other hand, the woman must now and then

have lost the weakling on whom she had set her heart."

From primeval woman we wandered by easy stages

to woman, beflounced, befrilled and perfumed—woman
on the path to supremacy.

" I don't know," said young Gascoyne—the glamour

of his cottage romance upon him, " but I don't think

I care about the sophisticated sort. You never know
when they are telling the truth. There was a girl at

Oxford "

Then followed a long story of a rather stupid romance

of his college days, ending with, " And that put the

finishing touch, and I got sent down."
" Sent down ?" I murmured casually, as if it were

news.
" Yes, frightfully unfair. The other chap got off

scot free on the ground that he was a hard worker

and that there was nothing against him. Said he

loved the girl and intended to marry her. Silly ass !"

Young Gascoyne asked me to lunch the next day.

I refused, but he announced his intention of walking

over in the morning to fetch me.
" It'll be quite a relief to have someone to talk to.

I've got one or two fellows coming down next week,

but at present it's deadly."
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He bade me good-night again and again but each time

sat down and commenced a new conversation.
" I'm coming up to town in the autumn to read for

the Bar. Then I shall have as good time as is possible

for a man with no money."
" What do you call no money ?" 1 asked.

I knew the amount of his income to a penny.
u Eight hundred a year. A fellow can't do much on

that."

I laughed outright. " Eight hundred a year is a

fortune to a man with no encumbrances, especially in

town."
*' Well, I can't exactly say I haven't got any

encumbrances. There is this place to be looked after.

Not that I do much towards it, I'm bound to say. I

should like to sell it, but my sister likes it and as she

lives here she does most of the keeping-up."

I strolled down the road with him. He was rather

the worse for the amount he had drunk, and hiccoughed

slightly as he affectionately bade me good-night and
assured me that he would be round the first thing in

the morning.

Leaning out of the little inn bedroom I considered

the question of accepting his invitation to lunch.

So far I had withheld my identity. If I went to

the house on the morrow I could no longer conceal the

fact that I was a relation.

When they knew who I was, it might or it might not

make my task more difficult, and by this my action

must be guided entirely.

I finally came to the decision that I could not expect

to gain any access to young Gascoyne unless I followed

up the acquaintance.

It was quite possible that when he discovered who
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I was he might drop me at once. I was a relation,

certainly, but my comparatively humble origin on
my father's side would not, I imagined, make me very

acceptable. Besides, I had gathered that Miss

Gascoyne was very proud. She was of good family on
both sides, and the villagers spoke of her as being

cold and haughty. She hardly sounded like the kind

of woman who would forgive a Gascoyne a mesalliance.

It was obvious that I must make her brother thoroughly

understand who I was before I accepted his invitation.

There was another point to be considered. Mr. Gascoyne

was their uncle, and I knew that his brother had not

been on good terms with him because he had married

a tradesman's daughter, although from what I had seen

of Mrs. Gascoyne, she had seemed to be quite fit to

take her place in any famiiy. Mr. Gascoyne might be

offended if I became acquainted with his nephew and
niece. I knew from one or two chance remarks which

he had let fall that he bitterly resented the fact that

they had never made any sign of wishing to become
reconciled. I was a little astonished at this, because,

after all, Mr. Gascoyne had money to leave, and I

should not have thought that Harry Gascoyne was the

sort of youth to allow scruples born of family pride to

stand in the way of a possible access of riches. Perhaps

I should discover more in the morning, that is, if my
very distant cousin did not forget all about his

invitation, given at a moment when he was not quite

sober.

By twelve o'clock he had not put in an appearance,

and I concluded that he had forgotten me. I waited

till one, and was just about to ask for my bill and

ride away when he appeared.

He gave me a swift glance as if to satisfy himself that
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the favourable opinion he had formed of me the even-

ing before was correct. Apparently the verdict was
favourable, for he insisted on my going with him.

I pleaded my attire ; but he would hear of no excuse.
" Well, perhaps you ought to know who I am."
" You're not a criminal, I suppose ?"

" Not exactly, but I'm a cousin of yours."

He looked at me blankly.
" A cousin ?"

" Yes, we had a mutual great-great-grandfather

—

George Gascoyne. My name is Israel Gascoyne Rank.

My mother was a Gascoyne. My father was a com-
mercial traveller."

" Oh, I say, that doesn't matter."
" I didn't suppose it would, but all the same it's just

as well you should know."

He talked gaily enough as we went along. I watched
him keenly, and every now and then I noticed a shadow
cross his face. I could make a fair guess at the cause

of it. He was wondering how he should tell his sister

that the offspring of a mesalliance in the family was
her guest. He would no doubt have liked to ask me
to say nothing about it, but was too well bred to do

so. His chance came, however, when I informed him
that I was in his uncle's office.

He turned and looked at me in amazement.
" I say, there's plenty of time—let's go down this

path. It's a longer way round, but I want to talk to

you. It's all a bit sudden and interesting, isn't it ?"

We turned down a side path where the white loose

sand was strewn with pine needles.

" You know," said young Gascoyne, " my father and

my uncle Gascoyne were not on speaking terms."
" I gathered as much," I remarked.

9
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" When my cousin committed suicide I wanted to

write and say how sorry I was, but my sister said she

thought that it would look as if we were after his

money, so I didn't."

I began to wonder if perhaps the desire to throw a

very poor relation in the teeth of this independent

young couple might not have had something to do
with the action of Mr. Gascoyne in taking me into his

business.
" My sister has curious ideas. She thinks that if a

Gascoyne went into business he should have changed

his name."
" There are heaps of stockbrokers of first-rate

family."
" Oh, I don't agree with her in the least. I think it's

all rot, and I should rather have liked to be taken up
by Uncle Gascoyne, but once my sister gets an idea

into her head you can't move her."
" Perhaps she may not care about entertaining me."
" Oh, she'll be civil."

" I'll go back if you like," I said. " I shan't be

offended. You could not know who I was."

He stood still and thought deeply.
" No," he said, shortly, " come on, you'll oblige me

by doing so. It's beastly rude of me to have hesitated.

I like you, cousin Israel. You are quite different from

anyone I have ever met."

I laughed. " You forget. There is my point of

view. Mr. Gascoyne may not at all like my having

struck up an acquaintance with you."
" Well, you can always say you didn't know."
" What, and drop you ?"

"Not that, old chap." He linked his arm affec-
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tionately in mine. " We'll be great friends when
I come to town, and damn it all, I'll be friends

with Uncle Gascoyne whether my sister likes it or

not."

I was not particularly pleased at the idea of this

attractive and well-bred nephew getting into his

uncle's good books ; at any rate, not until Mr. Gas-

coyne had made me a definite promise as to my future.

I was very curious to see Miss Gascoyne. It was
obvious that she was a strong character. After all,

if she were distant it could not do me much harm,
and I could leave soon after lunch.

We came upon the house suddenly. It was an old-

fashioned place which had evidently been added to

by degrees. Unexpected gables arose at every turn,

and the red brick and ivy, clinging creeper, and
gorgeous trails of passion flower and purple clematis

were exquisitely mellow.

The place looked fairly well kept considering the

limited means of the owners, and that very little of

Harry Gascoyne's eight hundred a year went towards

its upkeep.
" We haven't any horses since the guv'nor died

—

at least, that is, I've got a hack."
" You were riding the first day I saw you."
" When was that ?"

I laughed. " I hope you won't think my excellent

memory bad taste, but I think I saw your horse

tethered to a gate one morning while you were other-

wise engaged."
" By Jove ! Was that you ? I thought I had seen

your face somewhere before."
" I wonder you did not recognise me."

9—2
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" I say, don't breathe a word. It might get about.

I can't keep away from her, she's so awfully pretty."
" Who is she ?"

" Her father's a blacksmith. You'd never think it

to hear her speak, though. I've often thought of

taking her to town, but I should never be able to show
my face down here again."

" It would be very awkward for your sister."

" It would be awkward altogether."

A figure in white appeared on the veranda. It was
Edith Gascoyne, tall, fair, quite beautiful.

She greeted me courteously, her brother looking on
nervously the while. He then hurried me off to get

a brush down, and left me in his bedroom murmuring
that he would be back in a minute. I was perfectly

aware that he had gone to tell his sister who I was.

In a few minutes he returned and I saw at a glance

that his short interview had not been altogether

pleasant. There was a determined look round his

jaw that was somewhat unusual, and I guessed that

he had been putting his foot down. If, however, he

had been compelled to insist on his sister welcoming

me, she certainly showed none of the chagrin of defeat

in the perfect courtesy and queenliness with which

she advanced to me when I came down into the

drawing-room.
" My brother says we are cousins, Mr. Rank."
" Yes, it is strange my coming across him in this

way, isn't it ?"

" Very. I do not know my Uncle Gascoyne, but

we were extremely sorry to hear of his son's tragic

death. You knew him ?"

" Barely. I had spoken to him once."
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She waited as if expecting me to talk about young
Gascoyne, but I held my tongue.

44 Was my uncle very much affected ?"

" Terribly. I don't think he or his wife will ever

get over it."

" I am afraid he must have thought me very heart-

less." She evidently felt somewhat guilty at their

neglect.

We went in to lunch. Everything was wonderfully

well done, and I could see that she was determined to

make the Grange as attractive as possible to her

brother, and to give him no reason for keeping away
from it. I recall that quiet Sunday lunch most vividly.

The long, low dining-room with its panelled walls hung
with pictures of dead and departed ancestors, the

stretch of green lawn with the blue depth of the pine-

wood beyond. From somewhere came the scream of

a peacock, that perfect discord which only nature could

have attempted. On my left at the head of the table

sat Miss Gascoyne, beautiful and white, in a condition

of stately and armed truce.

She managed most perfectly to import into her ex-

pression every now and then something which might

remotely have laid claim to being called a smile. For
the rest, she listened to me during the greater part of

the meal with every appearance of attention, answer-

ing me with no vulgar or obvious intention of a desire

to snub me, although her disapproval of my presence

was patent.

I made her laugh, however, as soon as I had dis-

covered the vulnerable point in her armour of gravity.

Finally, I ventured an appeal to her snobbery ; for I

could see that she was a snob, although in her it was
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a vice trained and cultivated by breeding into what
might have passed before the world as a virtue.

1 thought that I might venture to mention Ham-
merton, and did so, a little fearful that she might give

me to understand that it was high presumption in me
to consider myself in any way interested in the feudal

home of the Gascoynes.

She was, on the contrary, frankly interested.
kt
I have never been there," she said. " I have only

met the present Lord Gascoyne once, when I was a

child. My brother and I were invited to his coming-

of-age, but my mother had died only very shortly

before, and we did not care to go."

I shrewdly guessed that had the decision been left

to her brother he might not have found his sincere

grief at his mother's loss an insuperable bar to his

enjoying himself at Hammerton.
I continued, watching her carefully, prepared to

beat a hasty retreat should she show the least sign of

disapproval at the channel into which I had directed

the conversation.
" Directly I saw you to-day I noticed how very like

you are to some of the portraits at Hammerton. I

was only there once, but I remember one distinctly."

" I should like to see the family pictures. Do you
know Lord Gascoyne ?"

" Oh, dear no, not at all. I went there quite as an
excursionist. It was rather quaint going round as a

tripper. The remarks of the people I was with were

most amusing."

The suspicion of a shadow crossed her face. She
was not pleased to think of the mob tramping through

those ancestral halls for which she had an almost



ISRAEL RANK 135

Chinese reverence. I detected her disapproval, and
hastened to add

:

" They were in no way irreverent ; far from it, I

think they were most impressed."
" I suppose," she said, " it is good for that sort

of people to be put in mind of those who have
been chiefly responsible for making England what
she is."

I had considerable trouble to forbear smiling as I

recalled the career of some of the Gascoynes.
" That sort of people had something to do with the

making of England. It was not the aristocracy who
used the bow and arrow at Crecy."

We both turned with some surprise to young Gas-

coyne. It was a deeper remark than he usually gave
vent to.

" The people are nothing without their natural

leaders," Miss Gascoyne replied.

" You think the aristocracy are the natural leaders

of the people ?"

" Surely."
" It seems to me," I answered, for I saw that it did

not flatter her to agree too readily, " that the people

got very little done for them till they chose leaders of

their own."
" Perhaps I ought to have said that the aristocracy

are the natural leaders of the nation, and not of the

people. There is a difference, is there not ?"

I appreciated the concession in civility implied in

the appeal. I was evidently gaining ground.
" I quite see the distinction, and it is a true paradox."

Young Gascoyne, who had seemed anxious and
fearful during the first part of the meal, feeling that J
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had conquered and entered the outer works of at least

acquaintanceship, grew happier, and said :

" Rank is afraid that Uncle Gascoyne will hardly

be pleased to find that he has made friends with us."
" I am not afraid," I interposed hastily, for I saw

that Miss Gascoyne had stiffened perceptibly.

" You said he was sure to be annoyed."
" That is quite a different thing. He has been very

kind to me, but he can hardly expect to veto my
acquaintances." I was about to say " friends," but

checked myself in time and added :
" Besides, I don't

think he would wish to do so."

" He seems rather a jolly old chap from what you
say."

" He is everything that is generous."

I made a point of always speaking enthusiastically

of Mr. Gascoyne. Someone was sure sooner or later

to repeat what I said.

" We should be sorry to do anything to injure your

prospects, Mr. Rank." Miss Gascoyne spoke with just

the faintest suspicion of stiffness.

" I don't think that is likely," I laughed.

After lunch she left us alone to smoke. Young
Gascoyne wheeled two armchairs to the window,

which was delightfully shaded, and, giving me an
excellent cigar, seated himself opposite with a pipe,

and began to talk of his love affair. Since he had
discovered that I knew of the secret meetings he had
been onlyTjtoo anxious to make a confidant of me.

" She absolutely prevents my thinking of anything

else. I ought to be working, you know, but I can't.

Every time I settle down to do anything I think of

Jier—she's in my head and sjie stops there. The whole
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day long I wonder what she's doing. She's an absolute

servant to those great big lubberly brothers of hers.

Of course, they are kind to her in a way, but they

want her to marry some lout out of the village. I

don't know how it will end, I am sure."

"Oh, these things have a way of deciding them-

selves.'*

" Yes, but not always satisfactorily."

" Why, you don't think- ?"

" No, I don't mean that, at least I hope to goodness

not."
" You had better make up your mind to forget her

and come to town."
" I couldn't do it. It isn't in me. It would take a

will of iron. If my sister were a man she would do it,

but then Edith couldn't have fallen in love with any-

body beneath her."

This was so obviously true that it required no com-

ment.

I was busy thinking while young Gascoyne babbled

on, quite happy that he had a listener. I reflected

what a very useless person he was in the world. He
was quite right when he accused himself of a lack of

will. The probability was that at forty he would be

a confirmed toper. He was a pleasant companion

enough, but had evidently as little capacity for true

friendship as for anything else.

His sudden affection for me was purely fictitious. I

was the nearest thing to hand, and an ordinarily

amusing companion was a godsend amid his present

dullness. In town he would have seen nothing of

me at all, unless I could contribute to the gaiety of his

life ; in which case he would no doubt give me a pro-
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portionate amount of his attention. The poor girl

whom he had honoured with his affection was
likely to have a very bad time of it should any
mischief accrue. He was lovable enough in his way,

but he was of no particular value to mankind in

general.

He was living in danger of at least a very sound
thrashing from the girl's brothers if not from her

village suitor, and it was most probable that should

matters become acute he would—although not de-

ficient in courage—leave the situation to settle itself

without him, and the girl to take care of herself.

Perhaps the brothers might not find out ;
young Gas-

coyne might ride away ; the girl might dry her eyes

and in time wed her village admirer, who would remain

in ignorance of the guilty little episode in her life. If

the brothers found out, were they the sort of men
likely to take a violent revenge, and if they were not

was the lover such a man ? It was worth ascertaining.

I decided to spend the next week-end at the village

where the girl and her relations lived.

Later, young Gascoyne showed me over the Grange.

There was not very much to see. It was a fairly roomy
house, commenced in the Tudor style, and completed,

or rather building operations had ceased, in the early

Victorian. The latter age was marked by a hideous

oblong, stucco wing devoted to servants and kitchen

premises. Every other age had given the building

something fairly picturesque, but the early Victorian

era had given something worthy of itself. The semi-

circular porch with its white columns, unmistakably

Carolian in character ; the Elizabethan red brick and
mullioned panes, the Georgian drawing-room, and low-
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ceilinged hall, all made a delightful jumble, and hardly

deserved young Gascoyne's contemptuous remark that

it was a * ramshackle old place,' true in actual fact as

such description was.

The room which had been his father's sanctum was
now his ; a delightful room with a south aspect and
the only view which was not to a certain extent im-

peded by trees. Through the half open door of Miss

Gascoyne's bedroom I caught a glimpse of a prie Dieu

and a large crucifix above it. Evidently Miss Gas-

coyne was High Church and devotional.

We joined her in the garden for tea. The sun was
yellowing through the pines, with here and there a

faint suggestion of evening crimson, ere I rose and said

good-bye. She evidently liked me, for she asked me
to come again, and seconded her brother when he

pressed me to run down from Saturday till Monday
whenever I liked. For a Hebrew youth to have
travelled so far in Miss Gascoyne's estimation in so

short a time was an achievement.

Young Gascoyne walked back as far as the inn with

me, talking volubly of when we should meet again

and of what a lot we were to see of each other in town.

I rode back thinking a good deal of Miss Gascoyne.

I hold—what to the female mind is a heresy—that a

man may be in love with half a dozen women at

once.

Miss Gascoyne occupied my thoughts a great deal

after I returned to town, and for the first few days I

even thought that Sibella had been superseded. This

I found not to be the case after a visit paid to the Hall-

wards, in the course of which Lionel Holland succeeded

in rousing my jealousy to a high pitch by his osten-
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tatious airs of proprietorship. I was in love with two
women : with Sibella ecstatically as always, and with

Miss Gascoyne. I was vain enough to think that the

rapid change in the latter's demeanour towards me
had been in spite of herself. There was between us a

decided sympathy. She stood for all that, socially,

I most admired.

My taste was always catholic, and her coldness and
reserve attracted me immeasurably, although I was
also a slave to Sibella's triviality and butterfly gaiety.

The picture in each case was complete, the composi-

tion harmonious ; and from the point of view of charm
that is everything. Dull people may derive credit from
their very dullness if they be consistent and hold their

tongues
;
consistency achieves character and interest,

but an ignoble desire to imitate some garrulous ac-

quaintance will inevitably lead to disaster. In fact,

social prominence can only be achieved by the expres-

sion of the self in its own peculiar way.

Miss Gascoyne's stately, lily-like personality had
also a peculiar attraction for my Jewish blood. Her
curiously vivid auburn hair, the almost marble pallor

of her skin, the enormous dark blue eyes, full of a

peaceful queenliness, were so alien to my own type as

to subjugate the opposite in me. In my polygamous
scheme I could see her nowhere except on the throne

itself. Sibella might have the jewels, Edith Gascoyne

would inevitably demand a share of real power. Miss

Gascoyne made me proud to have a half right to the

name she bore. She inspired me with the same feeling

of pride in relationship as the turrets and battlements

of Hammerton had done. For some days I indulged

in dreams in which she and I walked hand in hand
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through the social pageant, eminently the right people

in the right place.

I said nothing that week to Mr. Gascoyne of my
having made the acquaintance of his nephew and
niece. I waited to see how matters progressed. As
I thought things over I came to the conclusion that

he would dislike it more than I had at first imagined.

After all, it was not he who had been insulted, it was
his wife, and that was the difficult thing to forgive.

The young Gascoynes' opportunity had been their

cousin's death. It was undoubtedly an aggravation of

the estrangement that they seemed to have completely

ignored the event.

I went down to Copsley, the village where Henry
Gascoyne's romance dwelt, to reconnoitre. It was a

fair-sized place, a village in the proper sense of the

word, and not a mere hamlet.

Janet Gray's father was the blacksmith of the place,

and he and two of his sons drove a thriving trade.

Three more of his sons were well placed in the neigh-

bourhood, and the sixth was a soldier, a lance corporal.

Janet and her mother kept house, and from all that I

could hear a happier or better managed establishment

it would have been impossible to find. There was
something patriarchal in the way the old blacksmith

ruled his household. I have seen him, when his

younger son proved rebellious, enforce his decree with

a strong, effective clout. He was what would be

described as an honest, God-fearing man ; that is to

say, he lived strictly within the conventions of his

class, and would have scouted the idea that the rights

and wrongs of almost every subject on earth were not

to be easily grasped by a well-intentioned mind.
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His daughter was his joy and delight. He was proud
of her looks, which like those of all of his children were

out of the common. When he stood on Sunday even-

ing in church surrounded by his family, a more moving
spectacle of physical health and primal beauty it would
have been difficult to imagine.

He was also proud of his daughter's housekeeping

capabilities, and not only he, but his wife and sons,

looked forward with dismay to the time when some
stalwart lover would claim her. Mrs. Gray almost

hoped that her sons would marry and settle down
first in order to avoid the desecration of her house-

hold arrangements by the unheard-of innovation of a

servant.

Mrs. Gray had a sister, a spinster some years older

than herself, who, having entered the service of the

Gascoynes many years before, had never left it, but

had become an institution in the family. The two
sisters were devoted, and it had long been their habit

to see each other at least once a week. Sometimes
Janet accompanied her mother, and when Mrs. Gray
was unable to go, for she suffered somewhat from

rheumatism, her daughter went alone.

It was on one of these expeditions that she had met
young Gascoyne. He had related the circumstances

to me a dozen times.
" She was coming back to the station through the

pine-trees, and I was struck all of a heap, bowled over

first time. I don't know how it all came about, but

we talked about her aunt. It was something to go

on with. It took me a long time to persuade her to

meet me, though."

Judging by the character and determination in the
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faces of old Gray and his sons, it did not appear that

the man who trifled with their womankind would

have a very pleasant time of it. It was the identity

of her rustic suitor, however, that I was anxious to

discover. I was not long in doing so, for he haunted

the Gray threshold. Personally, had I been in Janet's

place, I should not have hesitated a moment between

the magnificent specimen of manhood who was anxious

to make her his wife, and the spoilt and vicious youth,

who, if her ruin could have been accomplished with

safety, would have regarded it as a mere pleasurable

and excusable incident in his life.

Nat Holway was in every way a splendid fellow.

His occasional violence of temper was a part of the

general strenuousness of his character. He was slowly

conquering this failing, however, and was likely to

make the same sort of man as Janet's father. He
had never known any other sweetheart. It had, at

least as he thought, been an understood thing between

them since they were children. He delayed speaking

just a little too long, and it was after young Gascoyne

had appeared on the scene that he asked her to be
his wife. To his amazement and the no little surprise

of her friends she refused him. Ignorant of the exist-

ence of Harry Gascoyne in his relation to Janet, they

looked around vainly for a cause.

Was there anybody else in the village ? True, young
Tom Applin had come round with an obviously serious

intent, but Janet had very soon shown him that she

did not care for him. There were others, but, as she

had never encouraged them in any way whatever,

they did not suggest themselves as a reason for her

refusal of Nat Holway. The only excuse she would
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give was that she did not care sufficiently about Nat
to marry him.

" But, Janet, you've always given us to under-

stand " commenced Mrs. Gray.
" Oh, but that was when we were children."
" No, Janet, that is not quite true. It's not so long

ago that I was talking of you both settling down, and
it didn't seem but what you favoured the idea."

Janet did not answer, but shut herself in her room
and, unlocking a drawer, took out of it a little jewelled

trinket which young Gascoyne had given her, and
kissing it passionately, burst into a flood of tears. The
poor girl vaguely realised, if she refused to confess as

much to herself, that her romance was doomed to a
dismal ending. Though she loved Harry Gascoyne
she had some dim perception. that the glitter of his

charm was largely pinchbeck. She also realised with

true feminine instinct that she had thrown away the

only weapon with which she might have won her

battle, and induced him to raise her to his position

by marriage. She was already terrified of what might

happen, and lay awake at nights possessed by the

fear of an approaching presence. She was haunted

by the singing of the wind in the pine-wood where

they had first kissed, and stronger and stronger

through the sad, sweet music came the wailing of an
infant.

Young Gascoyne was almost as frightened as she

at what he had done, and his true character asserted

itself. He positively throbbed with selfishness. He
poured out his woes to me at length. He would begin

with some stereotyped recognition of the girl's position,

thrown in for the sake of mere decency, but after that
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it was all about the awkwardness of the affair as it

would affect himself.

" Tin not a coward, old chap, and I don't mind a

good stand-up fight. I can take a licking as well as

any other man, and bear no grudge."

This I doubted, and set it down as merely the boast-

ful jargon learnt at a public school.

" But I don't quite see having to fight the whole lot

of them."
" They look awkward customers."
" Why, have you seen them ?"

I had made a slip. I had not informed him of my
visit to Copsley.

" I was passing through on my bicycle, and I just

thought I would have a look in at the blacksmith's

shop;'
" My sister will never forgive me. You see, Janet is

old nurse's niece. By Jove, it is a muddle."

He spoke as if the whole affair were not of his doing

and as if he were the victim of a conspiracy.

It was the occasion of my spending a week-end at

the Grange.

He discussed many ways of solving the difficulty.

" I shall take her away. There's nothing else to be

done."
" You will be followed."
" Not if we go abroad. That'll be the thing. Edith

will come round in time. I shouldn't wonder, once

Janet were away from that common lot, if she didn't

improve till one wouldn't mind taking her any-

where."

I was surprised to find that he was in earnest about
eloping, but his was not a nature to look very far ahead,

10
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and he talked of being able to get along at some
quiet foreign town as if he were not the sort of person

in whom such an existence would bring out all the

worst qualities. At any rate, I was determined to run

no risks. I had made too many inquiries about Nat
Holway not to be able to predict with some certainty

what he would do if he discovered the truth.

I posted an anonymous letter from the next village

to Copsley written in an illiterate scrawl. It informed

him of Janet's stolen meetings, and hinted the worst.
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I had by this time informed Mr. Gascoyne of my ac-

quaintance with his nephew and niece. At first he

looked hurt.

" They are very heartless, I am afraid, Israel, very

heartless ; when my poor boy died neither of them
wrote a line."

" I am afraid, sir, that young Gascoyne has not much
depth, but his sister seems to me a fine character."

" What is she like ?"

" Beautiful."

Perhaps something in my voice betrayed what I felt,

for he looked at me keenly.
" She is a little cold. Difficult, I should say, to rouse

to enthusiasm, and she appears to have a will of

iron."
" She hardly sounds alluring."

" She has charm."
" Ah ! Then everything else falls into line. I should

like to see them, but I can hardly make the advances.

You see, my poor brother chose to quarrel with me for

two reasons ; first, because I went on the Stock Ex-
change ; secondly, because my wife's father happened

to have made his money in trade. It was all very

foolish, but year after year reconciliation grew more
difficult, and what had been a breach which I thought
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oould easily be bridged any moment widened imper-

ceptibly, until it was impossible to make advances.

If Miss Gascoyne would write to my wife the thing

would be done."

Inwardly I thought it would have been just as easy

for Mrs. Gascoyne to write to her.

" What is Harry like ? His father was good-looking."
" He is handsome enough."
" Fair ?"

" Very."
" So was his father. Dear me, it seems only the other

day that we were boys together. It is all very sad,

very sad indeed. It is incredible that people should

drift apart so."
" I've never had anyone to drift apart from."
" You have your friends. There is young Hallward.

He seems to be very devoted to you, and, do you know,

I have sometimes wondered whether you appreciate

his devotion."
" Oh, I'm very fond of Grahame."
" We must see if something can't be done to bring

my nephew and niece and my wife together. You say

you are going down there this week ?"

" I thought of doing so."

" Then you might spy out the land and see how my
niece would be likely to receive advances."

" I think Miss Gascoyne would welcome them," I

said, with simulated warmth.

I now felt not the least hesitation in praising the

young Gascoynes. I had complete confidence in my
position with their uncle. He was not the sort of man
to commit an injustice, and what he had made up his

mind to do for me he would do
;
perhaps more, certainly

not less.
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It may perhaps be wondered why, having a comfort-

able position and fairly assured prospects, I did not

rest content. That I did not do so was due to a con-

sistency of aim which has always been my chief char-

acteristic. In removing young Gascoyne from my
path I had burnt my boats, and there did not appear

to be any particular reason, except that of cowardice,

to prevent my pursuing my original purpose. A
middle-class position with moderate wealth in no way
represented my ideal. I had dreamed from early

childhood of a brilliant position, and if possible I

intended to achieve one.

I found also that I was a person of a multiplying

ambition. I had begun to meet certain people in a
very good set. My musical accomplishments here

stood me in very good stead—as they have done many
another idle young adventurer. Lady Pebworth, who
was an amateur vocalist who would not have been

tolerated at a tenth-rate pier pavilion without her title,

was singing at a charity concert at which I was assist-

ing. Her accompanist failing her, I took his place.

She declared that no one had ever accompanied her

so sympathetically, and asked me to call. I was not

of the order of modern youth who gives some great

lady the use of his inferior baritone voice and other

services in return for social protection, but Lady
Pebworth had the tact to treat me with dignity, and
I found her extremely useful. I paid my respects one

Sunday afternoon. The drawing-room of her house in

Bryanston Square was crowded, and I at once realised

that I was in the society of people of quite a different

tone from anything I had hitherto come into contact

with. Fortunately her invitation had not been merely

formal. She had evidently been anxious to see me,
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for she welcomed me with a swift glance of pleasure

and came from the extreme end of the long room to

meet me.
" How good of you to oome so soon !"

" It was good of you to ask me."
Then she introduced me to a pretty, dark-eyed

woman, whose beauty was just giving signs of approach-

ing wane.

"Mrs. Hetherington, Mr. Rank." And she left

us.

Mrs. Hetherington talked incessantly, but I replied

in monosyllables. I realised that Lady Pebworth was
interested, and my vanity was flattered that a woman,
so evidently admired and courted in a first-rate set,

should be attracted by me. I could see that she was
very much aware of my presence whilst seeming to be

engrossed by the conversation of a man of distin-

guished appearance suggesting diplomacy. A feeble-

looking young man with rather a pleasant laugh

joined in the conversation between Mrs. Hetherington

and myself. He was evidently inquisitive as to who
I might be, and threw out one or two baits which I
avoided.

Mrs. Hetherington droned on about Lord this and
Lady that—if she mentioned commoners at all they

possessed double-barrelled names—until there was a

general movement to go. I rose with the others, but

Lady Pebworth with the greatest cleverness managed
to avoid saying good-bye to me till everyone else had
gone and we were left alone. Mrs. Hetherington, who
was the last to leave, looked at me with the insolent

curiosity of good breeding as she was making her fare-

wells, evidently fully conscious of her hostess's

manoeuvring.
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" Are you in a great hurry ?" asked Lady Pebworth,

as the door closed behind Mrs. Hetherington.
" Oh, no."
" Then sit down and let us talk. I must have some

fresh tea, and you will have something stronger."

I explained that I seldom drank anything stronger

than tea.

She looked at me curiously.

" Dear me ! You don't look a puritan."

I laughed. The expression as applied to myself

sounded quite comic.
" I am afraid my virtue has its origin in vanity. I

confine myself to champagne, and that only occasion-

ally."

" You are quite right. It is dreadful the objects

young men make of themselves with drink—and
women, too, when they cease to attract."

" Do they ever realise when that time has come ?"

" Yes, most women are philosophical enough for

that."

" Women with charm need never cease to attract."

" That is very true, but you are young to have found

it out. It is usually a discovery of the middle-

aged."
" Age is not altogether a question of years."

I found Lady Pebworth a mental tonic. She made
me talk as I had never talked before, indeed, as I had
never known myself capable of talking.

I realised that I had made a distinct impression, and

found myself calculating how far she might be useful

to me.

She evidently knew everyone worth knowing. She

could undoubtedly launch me in the great world if

she cared to do so, and I was quite confident of my
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ability to keep afloat providing I had a really good
introduction. I could not help smiling as I reflected

how envious Lionel Holland would have been could he

have witnessed my t&e-a-iSte with Lady Pebworth.

Later Lord Pebworth came in. He was the personi-

fication of the elderly well-bred. It was not probable

that he had ever possessed many brains, but he had
the amount of conscience which causes a man highly

placed to do the right thing at the right moment.
He was devoid of enthusiasm, and being eminently

safe had even achieved a second-rate position as a

politician, which he was quite persuaded was a first-

rate one. He treated his wife's young men friends

—

and I discovered afterwards that they had been a

numerous procession—with kindly toleration, and even

went out of his way to give them a good time when it

lay in his power.

He seconded his wife's invitation to dinner with great

cordiality, and accompanied me as far as the front

door, an attention which was so unexpected that I

began to wonder whether he regarded me as a sus-

picious character. He gave me an excellent cigar, and I

walked down Park Lane in the red light of a Sunday
evening in summer, feeling that socially, Ihadmoved on.

Lady Pebworth took me up feverishly, and intro-

duced me to a great many people who seemed quite

pleased to know me. Nevertheless, I realised that I

should have to make hay whilst the sun shone, for

unless I persuaded my new acquaintances to accept me
as an intimate I should very soon be dropped. Great

ladies have a way of carrying young men into the vortex

of society to which they have not been accustomed,

and then, when weary, leaving them to be slowly

slain by general indifference, till they are only too
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glad to find themselves back again in their proper

middle-class element.

I did not consider the middle-class my element, and
I was determined that Lady Pebworth should keep me
afloat as long as I chose and not as long as she chose.

As I was engaged in snaring young Gascoyne, I was
only able to give her a divided attention. This turned

out to be as well, for she concluded that there was
another woman, and her interest in me was fanned by
jealousy. She tried all manner of arts in order to

discover who claimed my attention, arts which she

imagined were undetected, but at which I was secretly

amused.

Mr. Gascoyne used to chaff me good-naturedly about

my smart acquaintances. Some employers in his posi-

tion might have resented one of his clerks spending

his spare time among people who would most probably

lead him into extravagance ; but Mr. Gascoyne, well

born himself, hardly saw the incongruity of it to the

extent that an ordinary middle-class commercial man
would have done.

At the time I met Gascoyne my affair with Lady
Pebworth was in full swing. That is to say, I was
getting tired of her, for she had never really meant
anything to me. She was beginning to reproach me
with neglect, and to take exception to my Saturdays

and Sundays being occupied.

I knew how far Lady Pebworth could be useful to

me, and I was certainly not going to drop the solid

substance of a position in my own right for the

shadow of her social introductions.

It was quite extraordinary how ready people were
to accept and make use of a young man who carried

no other credentials than the good word of a pretty
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Countess with a reputation for being rapid. I found
myself dancing every evening with the peerage. I

cannot honestly say that I received many invitations

to dinner, or to those more select entertainments which
argue any great degree of intimacy. My keen instinct

warned me of the unreality of my position and of how
necessary it was to make ties of some kind to enable

me to retain my hold on society. The men were civil

enough, but I had little in common with those who
talked nothing but the jargon they had learned at a

public school or at one of the 'Varsities.

I had the extreme satisfaction of being seen in a

box at the Gaiety by Lionel Holland and Sibella while

I was wr fh Lord and Lady Pebworth and Sir Anthony
Cross, a i iend of theirs.

" What a very beautiful girl," said Lady Pebworth,

as I bowedj to Sibella.

" Quite Wely," said Lord Pebworth.

Sir Aq.i h^ny Cross said nothing, but I repeatedly

caught hrn* looking at Sibella when Lady Pebworth
was not usirtg his opera glasses.

" Who is the man with her ?" asked Lady Pebworth.
" Lionel Holland."
" Is he q friend of yours ?"
u
I know Jam. I went to school with him."

" I sec ye** don't like him. He looks a bounder."

La<iy feWojik had in her conversation just that

amounfr of which may be permitted to an

obvious^ */«ff-fc#-«Jlwoman without its giving offence.

As we wt^ jp«Ag out I found myself by the side of

Sibella for a **a»ent.
" You ha^dUy ever come and see us now," she mur-

mured.

Sibella never lost her charm for me, and the sound
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of her voice—always a little sharp and unmusical,

even when she made an attempt at modulating it,

which was seldom—played upon my temperament in

the most subtle manner.

I promised to visit them quite soon.
" Next Sunday ?" she asked.
" I am going out of town next Sunday."
Lady Pebworth's carriage drew up, and, murmuring

something about the Sunday after, I left her.

" Your friend, Mr. Rank," said Lady Pebworth, " is

decidedly pretty."
" One of the prettiest girls I have ever set eyes on,"

said Lord Pebworth.

Sir Anthony Cross still said nothing, but I had a
shrewd conviction that he was more impressed than

On Saturday I bicycled down to stay with the Gas-

coynes till Monday, having promised my employer to

do all which tactful diplomacy might accomplish to

find out how they would take an effort at a reconcilia-

tion.

I went a certain part of the way by train, and sent

my bag on. I had written to say that I should not

be at the Grange for dinner, and found myself riding

through a crimson summer evening with a sensuous

enjoyment in the perfect peace of the rural scenery

through which I was passing. According to the re-

ceived notion of a man with a murder on his con-

science, external objects, however beautiful, should

have been unable to convey any sensation of peace

to my inner being. So far from this being the case

I was immensely soothed, and rode leisurely on with

as much moral quiet as is enjoyed by most folk. After

all, the degree of power of the conscience is entirely a

either.



156 ISRAEL RANK

matter of individuality and force of character. A weak
man, hypersensitive to received social obligation, may
fret himself into a fever over the merest trifle of a

moral lapse. I do not believe the aged Cenci slept

the less well for—in the world's opinion—his awful

crimes. I have no doubt his affectionate family found

him in a comfortable doze when they came to bring

him a deeper sleep. The rate at which one great crime

will develop a man's intelligence is curious. It is a

wonderful grindstone on which to sharpen the intelleot.

New values, hitherto unsuspected, develop themselves

on all sides. An acute and sardonic appreciation of

society's laws presents itself, together with an exhila-

rating sensation of being outside them, which assists

in forming an unbiassed and comprehensive view. I

could never have belonged to the anarchical type of

man, because I never had any comprehension of or

sympathy with those who starve in a land of plenty.

I could not understand the intellect which could live

in a dream of a society regenerated by revolution in

the future, and which was yet unable to help itself

to a crust of bread in the present. My abilities were

essentially practical, so I removed those who were im-

mediately in my way and left the dreamers to remove
those whom they esteemed to be in the way of society.

I was indulging in such reflections as these when I

passed the lane down which I had turned the day I

had discovered young Gascoyne's love affair. The sun

had almost set. Already the greater part of the land-

scape was in shadow. The song of the birds was
silenced by the chill of coming night, and they slept.

On the horizon the crimson blaze had sunk, and an
expiring streak of amber marked where the day had
passed. The evening star shone solitary, a little pale
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for the moment, a faint flame set in a ghastly pallor.

I turned down the lane of the romantic memory
; why,

I could not have said, unless, perhaps, some occult

informing power gave me a premonition of what I

should find there. The actual road track was quite

narrow, there being a wide expanse of grass on each
side. I had not gone very far before I saw a figure

lying in a curiously huddled heap close to the hedge.

I knew it was young Gascoyne at a glance. The ex-

pected had happened. My heart almost leapt into my
mouth. How seldom schemes carried as well as mine
had done ! I got off my bicycle and looked stealthily

around. There was not a soul in sight. The growing
dusk of the lane gave birth to one or two shadows
which somewhat startled me as I went towards the

body. As I turned him over to look at .his face a low
groan escaped him.

He was not dead. This was awkward. His face

was covered with blood, and there was a terrible wound
in the side of his head, while his jaw hung loose as if

it were broken. An idea struck me. I lifted his head.

I almost fancied that I saw his eyes open, and that

even in the gloom he recognised me. I hastened to

put my idea into execution. I pressed my fingers

gently to the veins behind his neck. I knew that

this would produce an absolute insensibility which
must inevitably end in death unless succour arrived

within quite a short space of time.

After a few minutes I laid him back an inert mass
on the turf, and, mounting my bicycle, reached the

main road without meeting anyone.

I could not help regretting as I rode leisurely on to

the Grange that it was Miss Gascoyne's brother whom
I had been compelled to dispose of, but I agreed with
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the writer who warned the ambitious that they must
subordinate their affections to their aims in life if they

wished to succeed. It is curious how affection can be
subdued. For instance, I loved Sibella, but I was able

to subdue my infatuation and keep it out of sight when
necessary.

It was quite dark when I reached the Grange, and
riding through the fir plantation I was entirely depen-

dent on the light thrown from my bicycle lamp.

Suddenly I received a weird reminder of the figure I

had left behind me lying half concealed in the fern and
bracken by the roadside. Perhaps I was a little more
affected by what had happened than I imagined, for I

am not superstitious, and only by reason of having

young Gascoyne's image vividly in my mind can I

account for what happened.

Half-way through the plantation the light of my
lamp fell full on a white, human face dabbled in blood.

It was young Gascoyne's face, and the blue eyes were

wide open and glazed in death. I saw the head and
trunk to the waist. The rest of the body appeared to

be beneath the ground. So strong was the illusion

that I swerved aside in order not to ride over it, and
in doing so fell from my machine. When I picked

myself up my lamp was out and I was in total dark-

ness. I was about to hurry forward with a mad haste

to get out of the wood when I pulled myself up short.

Deliberately I remained where I was, picked up my
bicycle, lit my lamp and mounting leisurely rode

slowly out of the plantation. With such a career

as I had planned it would never do to give way to

fancies.

There was a light in the drawing-room as I wheeled

my bicycle up the drive of the Grange. I could see
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Miss Gascoyne sitting by a small table with a lamp

on it. At first I thought she was reading, but as I

drew near I could see that the book was lying in her

lap, whilst her eyes were fixed on the ground in deep

reflection. She came out into the hall when she heard

my voice. I thought there was an unusual animation

in her appearance as she welcomed me.
" Have you dined ?"

" Well, not exactly, but I had an enormous tea at a

wayside inn."
" You look very tired."

Evidently I still looked somewhat agitated by my
adventure in the pine wood. No doubt for want of

another explanation it must have struck her as

fatigue.

" I have had rather a busy week."

We moved towards the dining-room chatting freely

and pleasantly, and I could not help contrasting her

present friendliness with the hauteur and strictly formal

manner she had displayed at our first meeting.

We sat and talked while I ate sandwiches.
" Harry said he was going to mqet you."
" I rather thought he might do so, and I looked out

for him."
" It is very rude of him not to have done so, or not

to have been at home when you came. I shall scold

him severely."

She began to talk of her brother and his future.

She wanted him to read for the law. Did I not think

it would be the best thing ?

" Do you really want my candid opinion ?"

" Of course. You know I say what I mean."
" I think it is about the very worst profession he

could follow."
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" But why ?"

" Well, apart from the difficulty of the examinations,

which in our days is no small matter, it is a profession

in which patience is the most important factor. There
is no other profession like it for encouraging a naturally

lazy man with a small income to idle."

" I should have thought application was altogether

necessary."
" Absolutely, but it is optional. He cannot get on

without it, but there will be no one to see that he uses

his time well. Besides, men in the law are as a rule

strenuous, earnest people with all kinds of ambitions,

and Harry will hardly meet sympathetics."
" Then what is he to do ?"

" I know you will think it rather a curious suggestion,

coming from me, but I give my vote for the Army."
" The Army ? But Harry is poor."

I inwardly smiled at Miss Gascoyne's notion of

poverty. I knew what she thought the Army should

mean for a Gascoyne :—a crack cavalry regiment and
unlimited private means.

" An inexpensive line regiment."
" Oh dear !"

I laughed. "It's the thing, depend upon it. He
will be in a profession he likes, among men who take

their profession seriously. After all, he will have a

better average of gentlemen than he would have in a

crack regiment, even if he does not have the high

nobility of exceptions."

"I see what you mean, but I don't think Harry
would ever consent."

" I believe you could make him do anything."

I was inwardly congratulating myself on the perfect

conviction with which I was discussing the future of
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one who by this time was most probably solving

problems in theology.

We talked on till Miss Gascoyne grew anxious.
" I really wish Harry would come home."
" Shall I go and look for him ?"

She knew what was in my mind. His late home-
coming meant as a rule that he was to be found at

the inn.

" Was he at home to dinner ?"

" No. He has some friends living a few miles off

whom I don't know, and he rode over in the afternoon

and proposed to stay to dinner. There he is."

We both listened. Along the hard road came the

sound of a horse's hoofs.

Miss Gascoyne rose in alarm. Either the horse was
riderless or it was no longer under control. It was not

necessary to listen for more than a few seconds to be

convinced of that.

We both went out on to the lawn. A figure came
round the corner of the house and hastened on to the

road. It was the groom.
" Oh, Mr. Rank, what can have happened ?"

" I will go and see."

But she went with me to the gate. The mare had
evidently come to a full stop just outside, and was now
held by the groom. She was steaming with sweat and
gave every evidence of the greatest distress.

Inwardly I was wondering how it was the animal

had been so long in reaching the Grange. It must have
wandered on slowly feeding by the wayside till it had
taken fright at some passing object and started at full

gallop for home.
Miss Gascoyne looked around in dismay for her

brother.

11
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" She wur alone, Miss," said the groom, blankly.
" It doesn't at all follow that your brother was on her

back when she bolted," I ventured.

She looked at me, grateful for the suggestion. She
was very white, but her character asserted itself. She
turned to the groom.

" Baker, take Jenny round to the stables and make
her comfortable as soon as possible. Mr. Rank and I

will walk as far as the inn and you can follow us."
" Very good, Miss." The man did as he was directed.
" 1 will go as I am," she said, " though after all I may

be alarming myself unnecessarily." She was not the

woman to treat the situation hysterically if it could

possibly be avoided. I was genuinely sorry for the

grief that was coming upon her. I would have spared

her if possible, but I either had to abandon the object

of my life or to put up with such unpleasantnesses

as were involved with the course I had laid out for

myself.

We started to walk rapidly towards the inn.

" I dare say Harry missed his stirrup and Jenny
bolted."

On the way her spirits rose. The fact that we met
no one seemed to her a proof that nothing much was
the matter. Sounds of drunken revelry reached us

long before the inn came in sight.

" I will wait here," she said, as we reached the

broadening of the road. I left her and went on.

" We'll all be merry,

Drinking whisky, wine, and sherry,

If he can't come, we'll ask his son."

The chorus was trolled forth in disjointed snatches,

showing the singers to be very far gpne indeed. The
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door stood ajar and I went in. So convinced was I

of the necessity of playing my part thoroughly that I

looked carefully round to see if Harry Gascoyne were

present. The half-dozen or so roysterers looked up
stupidly with open mouths. As a matter of fact, they

were none of them drinking whisky, wine or sherry,

but had very substantial mugs of ale before them.

The atmosphere was thick with tobacco smoke and
heavy with the reek from peasant limbs. The land-

lord, with a figure that threatened apoplexy, surveyed

them from the other side of the bar with an approving

smile as if he were presiding over an assemblage of

highly well-behaved infants. To me he suggested a
genial but relentless ghoul, callous to the feelings of

the mothers and children who were to welcome home
these repulsive sots as governors and lords of their

lives and welfare.

They sat waiting for me to speak.
" Has Mr. Gascoyne been here to-night ?" I asked.

The landlord looked round the room, and, having as

it were satisfied himself that none of the others knew
of the young man being concealed unknown to himself,

answered slowly :

" I ain't seen 'im."
" No more ain't "I," came in phlegmatic chorus.
" Are you quite sure ?"

"Quite."
" Thank you." I withdrew.

Miss Gascoyne came forward out of the dusk into

the light which streamed from the front door.
" He's not there," I said gravely.

She looked at me in dismay.
" Shall I tell them ?" I asked.

She reflected for a moment.
11—2
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" Yes. He may have fallen from his horse. We
must look for him at once."

I turned towards the inn.

" I will come with you," she said, and we passed

through the low door.

The song had not been resumed. Evidently my
errand had given food for conversation. The landlord

paused in the middle of something he was saying and
got down off his stool.

" Mr. Gascoyne's horse has returned home without

him, and we are afraid he may have been thrown and
hurt." I spoke in a loud tone.

At the sight of Miss Gascoyne the whole assemblage

had risen. She was looked upon by the cottagers

around with not a little awe.
" Will some of you oblige me by helping to look for

him ?"

The landlord, who had had more than one passage of

arms with the justices of the peace as to the way in

which his house was conducted, became officiousness

itself. Anything to prove to the gentry what an

estimable and respectable character he was.
" It ain't like Mr. Gascoyne to get into trouble on

horseback," he said, with a laudatory shake of his

head, as if to conciliate Miss Gascoyne by conveying

to her what a very high sense he had of her brother's

horsemanship.

He evidently had an idea of offering her some re-

freshment, for he looked from her to the bottles of

spirit and coloured cordials on the shelf, and from

them back again to her, but apparently without being

able to make up his mind to so hazardous a proceeding.

As we were all standing outside the inn debating how
to conduct the search, a dog-cart drove up.
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Let me see, I am right for the Grange, am I not ?"

asked a voice.

" Yes," I answered, " but whom do you want at the

Grange ?"

" Miss Gascoyne."
" I am Miss Gascoyne."

There was a silence. The man in the dog-cart was
evidently somewhat taken aback. He was saved from

further awkwardness by the character of the woman he

had to deal with.
" I am afraid something has happened. What is it ?"

" Your brother has had an accident."
" Is he hurt ?"

" I am afraid so."

The answer was inconclusive, and it was obviously

intended that it should be.

" Seriously ?"

" I am afraid so."

The answer was still lacking in finality, and Miss

Gascoyne guessed the worst.

We all stood round, the men locjking stupid but

concerned.
" Will you take me to him, please ?"

" I came to fetch you."
" Will you come too, Mr. Rank ?"

" Of course." I turned to the landlord's wife, who
had now joined us. *' Can you find a shawl for Miss

Gascoyne ? She has no hat."

The landlady disappeared, and returned with a white

woollen shawl, which she was taking out of tissue paper.
" When was he found ?" asked Miss Gascoyne, as we

drove rapidly away, leaving the little group outside

the public-house to discuss the matter.
" About two hours and a half ago."
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44 Where ?"

The doctor explained, throwing into his account as

much insinuation as he could of the worst. I don't

knowat what particular moment Miss Gascoyne grasped

that her brother was dead, but it was apparent before

we reached our destination that she had realised the

truth.

He had been carried to a farmhouse, from whence
they had sent for the doctor.

" I am afraid he was kicked by his horse. I cannot

for the life of me imagine how it could have happened
to so fine a horseman."

The doctor ended a* little lamely. Young Gascoyne's

propensities were too well known for miles round his

home for anyone to be ignorant of them.

I felt somewhat uncomfortable as we turned down
the lane where I had left Harry Gascoyne. The
doctor made no remark as we passed the spot where I

knew he had been found.

I was full of curiosity as to how his sister would
behave.

As we descended from the dog-cart, the doctor turned

to her.
44
1 hope I have made myself clear."

Miss Gascoyne stood silent for a few seconds,

struggling for self-control. Then she answered quietly

:

44
Quite. You mean that my brother is dead ?"

The doctor nodded his head gravely.

It was curious evidence of the apartness of Miss

Gascoyne's character that the woman of the house, a

buxom, garrulous body, made no attempt at comfort.

She at once realised that it would have been an

intrusion.

Miss Gascoyne went upstairs with the doctor. She
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was not away long, and when she returned I saw that

she must give way soon, or a mental oatastrophe would

ensue. Her features were rigid.

I went upstairs at her request.

All signs of violence had already been removed, and
he lay as if asleep. Any indications of vice and in-

temperance had disappeared, and he looked very

boyish and beautiful. The doctor was in the room.
" I don't quite see," he said, in a low voice, " how a

mere kick or two could have inflicted such injuries. I

don't mean, of course, that kicks could not have caused

his death, but the blows seem as if they had been struck

by a blunt instrument, directed with less velocity than

would have been the case with a horse's hoof. I am
waiting for a colleague, and then we must make a

serious examination."

I murmured that I was no authority. I could not

help reflecting how much Harry Gascoyne had been the

gainer by dying when he did. Instead of growing into

a debauched, worn-out old man, his physical casket lay

before us in all the freshness of its youth and beauty.

He would leave beautiful instead of ugly memories.

Yes> it was well he had died. His sister might con-

tinue to worship him and to preserve her illusions.

She returned to the Grange, and I, having left her

to the care of the old housekeeper, went to the inn,

though it struck me as being somewhat ridiculous to

observe the conventions at such a time.

I did not believe for one moment that the blowswhich

had struck young Gascoyne were from the horse's hoofs.

Before leaving the house, however, I went round to the

stables. There was no one about, and the mare was
by this time as quiet as a lamb.

I examined her hoofs carefully. There was not the
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least trace of blood—at any rate, not observable to

myself. If there were any traces, they must be micro-

scopic.

I sat down on an upturned pail and reflected. I

should like to save Nat Holway—that is to say, if

he had not already given himself up, which with a

nature such as his was quite possible.

Would it help him to smear the horse's hind hoofs

with blood ? It was wort h trying. Where was I to

get the blood from ? There was only one source, and
that was myself.

I am not brave about blood, but the occasion de-

manded urgent measures. I took out my pocket-knife,

and deliberately drew the blade across the little finger

of my left hand. I then smeared the hoofs of the horse

and, binding my finger, left the stable. The dawn was
just beginning to lay ghostly hands on the garment of

night. The stars trembled and burned pale in the

growing light.

Through the firs the coming day gave almost the

effect of an expanse of water beyond. In the cheer-

less air there was a touch of clamminess which sug-

gested rain, whilst heavy, sulky-looking clouds were

driven slowly towards the east.

I walked with a melancholy step along the sandy

path that led through the plantation. What would
poor Janet Gray do ? I made a point of letting

my sympathies have as much play as was compatible

with my own interest. As a matter of fact, her situa-

tion was slightly bettered, excepting that her lover

was dead—than which no greater grief can come to

any human being. But at the same time she would
receive a much larger meed of pity than would other-

wise have been her lot.
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If Nat Holway were fool enough to give himself

up it would be unpleasant, although I could not

forget that even if he had not actually accomplished

his purpose, it had been his full intention to murder
Harry Gascoyne. Still, he was a fine fellow, and it was
not nice to think of lives unnecessarily wasted. The
next afternoon I would go over to Copsley and recon-

noitre. I must confess that I found the whole thing

very exciting, especially as I myself stood in absolutely

no danger.

On returning to the inn I found the landlord wait-

ing up for me, a great feat for a man who was usually

somewhat heavy with alcohol. He plied me with

questions, and appeared terribly shocked at the sad

catastrophe.
" Such an open-handed young gentleman, sir, and his

sister doting on him as she did. Well, there, you never

know. The Lord has His own way of doing things."

He sighed and looked as if to say that were it not for

this undeniable fact he might be prevailed upon to

take a hand in the management of the universe.

I lay open-eyed, tossing from side to side. Miss

Gascoyne stood between myself and sleep. Although

I could put an irrevocable fact like death out of my
mind I could not dismiss a living grief so easily. I

knew that she was capable of terrible suffering. Her
brother had been her all. At the same time, while

feeling acutely for her I could not help reflecting

what a much better match she would now be. Sixteen

hundred a year was not great wealth, but when
combined with a woman like Miss Gascoyne it was a

prize worth having.

I believe there is not the character, however ele-

vated, which does not at a moment of supreme grief
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calculate the particular degree of benefit or dis-

advantage it will obtain from it.

It was noon when I walked over to the Grange to ask

how Miss Gascoyne was. The servant said her mistress

particularly desired to be informed of my arrival, and
I went into the inner hall and waited. She came down
almost immediately. I was shocked at the change

in her appearance. She had evidently been weep-

ing bitterly, and for a moment I would have given

anything to restore her brother to her. The weak-
ness was only momentary, however, and after all it

would have been doing her a very bad turn.

She appeared to derive a certain degree of comfort

and help from my presence.
" It seems a little sad, Mr. Rank, that although

we have so many relations there is hardly one to

whom I could write at this emergency."

This was a great opportunity to please Mr. Gas-

coyne by obtaining her consent to send for him.

There were also other schemes in my head, nebulous

as yet, which such a reconciliation would assist

materially.
" I should have thought," I said gently, " that your

father's brother would be the proper person to send

for under the circumstances."

She looked at me in surprise. The idea had evi-

dently not struck her, and she became thoughtful.
" I am afraid he would not come."
" I think he would. I know it hurt his feelings

somewhat that when his son died neither you nor

your brother wrote to him."
" He told you so ?"

" Yes."
" I will send a telegram."
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44 Let me take it."

She went to her desk and wrote several.
44 The groom can take them," she said, as I rose.
44
No, let me. I shall be quicker on my bicycle,

and it will be something to do."
44
It is very poor entertainment for you."

44 Anything I can do to serve you. Your brother

and I were great friends."

Most of the telegrams were conventional intimations

of the news to relatives and friends. That to Mr.

Gascoyne ran :

44 My brother has been killed by an accident. I am
in great trouble ; would you come to me ?"

My plan was that Miss Gascoyne should make
friends with her uncle and aunt and that we four

should form a harmonious quartet, and that finally

I should marry her, and Mr. Gascoyne should leave us

his money.
I fully realised all my own disabilities in Miss

Gascoyne's eyes. The Semitic taint in my appear-

ance could not possibly be a recommendation, and
my parentage would certainly be a bar. There was
no disguising the fact that my father was not, to the

world's way of thinking, a gentleman, and from

what I could remember I was inclined in strict honesty

to agree with the world.

I was not so far even the adopted heir of Mr. Gas-

coyne, and I was running a grave risk in introducing a

considerably nearer blood relation bearing his own
name into the house. I did not fear that Mr. Gas-

coyne would do anything less for me than he had
intended, but he might do considerably less than I

had intended. He was just the sort of man to admire

Miss Gascoyne. Still, should I fail in my scheme, she
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already had an ample fortune, and was no claimant

for relief. I sent off the telegram, but did not return

to the house. I gathered that Miss Gascoyne would
wish to be alone, and contented myself with sending

over a message that I was at the inn should she want
me, and that I should remain there till Mr. Gascoyne
arrived. She sent back a grateful note thanking me,

and asking me to come over in the evening.

In the afternoon I mounted my bicycle and rode to

Copsley.

The little village lay still as death in the burning

sun. The boys and young men were probably loung-

ing about the adjacent lanes and fields, whilst the older

people were taking their Sunday afternoon rest.

The blacksmith's shop was shut, the great worm-
eaten doors barred with a massive piece of iron. The
house next door, with its trim garden and green

shutters, which evidenced the prosperity of the Grays,

was in silence.

Or was I mistaken ?

I was wheeling my machine, and I paused with my
back to the house and bent down, ostensibly to set

something defective right. There was the sound of

faint sobbing in the house behind me. At the same
time I heard footsteps coming along the street. I

looked up. It was Nat Holway. His face was im-

passive, but his features were set. Almost at the

same moment the door of the house opened, and Mr.

Gray came out.

Apparently he was expecting Nat Holway. They
went into the forge together. Old Gray's face was
white and stern.

I guessed that they had an appointment, and were

keeping it there in order that they might talk undis-
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turbed. I wondered if by any chance Nat Holway
was offering to take Janet's shame upon his shoulders.

He was the sort of man to do it. Really, if such a

thing did happen, and the murderer were not sus-

pected, what a convenient settlement it would be. I

should have obtained what I wanted, Janet Gray
would in time be happy, and Miss Gascoyne would
remain in ignorance of her brother's peccadillo. It

is certainly rare that matters move so easily along the

ways of common-sense.

I rode back to the inn to find a telegram from Mr.

Gascoyne to his niece which she had sent over for me
to see. It was to say that he would come by the

evening train. There were only four trains to Copsley

Station on Sunday—two each way—and the London
train did not arrive till ten o'clock. I saw her in the

early evening. She seemed worn out with grief, and
there was, I thought, a quite tragic loneliness in her

appearance.

It pleased her to talk of her dead brother, and,

sitting there saying all the nice things I could about

him, and full of a real and genuine sympathy for her,

I could hardly realise that it was I who had knelt in the

dusky lane with my fingers on the dying youth's throat.
" He had a great admiration for you," she said, with

a faint smile. " He thought you the cleverest person

he had ever met."
" His was one of the sunniest natures ; no one could

help loving him."
" He was spoilt, of course. My father spoilt him

terribly. It was not to be wondered at if he was a
little wild."

I allowed her to talk on till I rose to go and meet
Mr. Gascoyne.
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" I don't know why," she said, as she came out into

the lane with me, " but I have always imagined my
uncle to be a very hard man. I read ' Nicholas

Nickleby ' when I was a little girl, and I could not

help drawing a comparison between my father, who was
like Nicholas's father, and lived in the country, and
my uncle, who, of course, represented Ralph Nickleby."

I smiled. " You will find Mr. Gasooyne very

different from that. He is much softened of late, but

I don't think that he has ever been a miser, even if

at times he has carried the principle of justice to the

verge of hardness."

I was thinking of the circumstances of my first

appeal to him.

When I left her I went at once to the station, and,

as the train was late, had some time to wait.

There were one or two yokels in the tiny waiting-

room, and the station-master addressed one of them
as he passed through from his little ivy-covered cottage

to the ticket-office.

" Sad thing, this, about Mr. Gascoyne, Edward."
The young man in question answered slowly :

" Yes. They say as 'is 'orse kicked him to death."
" That's strange—very strange. Was the horse bad-

tempered ?"

" Not that I know of, and I've shod the mare often

enough."
" They say as Miss Gascoyne is powerful cut up."
" That's very likely

;
yer see, she doted on him."

I scrutinised young Gray, the last speaker, nar-

rowly. His manner betrayed no indication that he

was in any way aware of his sister's condition.

As Mr. Gascoyne descended from the train he pressed

my hand warmly.
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" This is very terrible," I said
—" very terrible."

" Tell me, how did it happen ?"

As we drove towards the Grange I detailed the event

as well as I could.

" You think the horse kicked him to death—

a

horse that was fond of him ? That is somewhat
strange."

" I don't say it is so, sir. That is what has been sur-

mised."
" When do they hold the inquest ?"

" To-morrow."
" My wife is shocked beyond measure. If my niece

had expressed the least wish for her to do so, she

would have come too."

I did not answer. I could not say how Miss Gas-

coyne would welcome the idea of her aunt assuming

the role of a near relation.

" I am very touched at her sending for me—very

touched indeed. Is the body at the Grange ?"

" No ; it is at a farmhouse some miles off. It will

be brought home after the inquest."
" Quite so."

We reached the Grange.
" If you don't mind, sir, I will get back to town. I

would sooner. I don't think I can be of any further

use."

He did not press me to remain, and I went back to

town carrying messages for his managing clerk. I did

not witness the meeting between Miss Gascoyne and
himself, but it must have been quite satisfactory, for

he stayed away over a week, and I learnt that Mrs.

Gascoyne had joined them.

I fancied that Miss Gascoyne would be rather sur-

prised at the dignity and well-bred restraint of the
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tradesman's daughter, and would find it a little

difficult to account for her father's prejudice ; in fact,

his objection could not fail to strike her as having

something in it of unreasoning snobbery.

I would have given a great deal to be at the inquest,

but although there was no particular reason why I

should not be, I thought Mr. Gascoyne might deem
it a little officious. Neither did I go down to the

funeral, but wrote a sympathetic note and sent a
wreath. I let it fully appear that my reason for not

going was diffidence, and a desire not to assume too

intimate an attitude.

The morning of Mr. Gascoyne's return he called

me into his office.

" Close the door, Israel."

He motioned me to a chair.

" Did you see any account of the inquest ?"

" No, sir ; I have been waiting for you to tell me."
As a matter of fact, I had followed the case most care-

fully in the papers.
" It appeared that there was a serious doubt as to

how my nephew received his injuries."

" Really ?"

" Yes. In the first place, both doctors were a little

surprised that they should have caused death at all.

The whole case became quite complicated. There were

distinct traces of blood on the horse's hoof, and yet

one of the doctors absolutely refused to admit that the

.injuries could have been inflicted by the horse at

all."

" How very extraordinary !"

" Did you at any time exchange confidences with my
nephew on love affairs ?"

I swiftly reflected. Had he the least proof of our
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having done so ? It would not do to give a direct

answer.
" I dare say we did, sir, but I cannot remember any-

thing definite/'

" Some letters were found in his pocket."

I almost started. How was it that it had never

occurred to me to search young Gasooyne's pockets ?

" Were they love-letters V '

" Yes."

"It is not very unusual for a young fellow of his

age."
" No, and I am afraid that what they contained is

also not unusual. It appears thajt he had accomplished

the ruin of a girl in a neighbouring village."

I looked thoughtful. " Do you mean to suggest that

there is a mystery ?"
a
I am afraid there is. I cannot help thinking that

the doctor who refused to accept the theory of his

having been killed by the horse was right."

" Why did they not call in a third doctor ?"

" They did, and he was evidently under the influence

of the man who believed in the horse theory."
" What was the verdict ?"

I had forborne to satisfy myself on this point in

order to be able to ask the question with easy uncon-

cern.

" Accidental death."

I was astonished, but the country bumpkins on the

jury had, I imagined, made up their minds before the

inquest that he had been kicked by his horse.
" Were the letters read in court ?"

" No. They were considered unnecessary, and no
one thought they bore on the issue."

tt Do you think they did ?"

12
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" Decidedly I do," answered Mr. Gasooyne.
44 Depend

upon it, there was foul play. I talked to the doctor

who would not admit the horse theory, after the case

was over, and he was quite positive the injuries could

not have been inflicted by a horse's hoof."
44 Who was the girl ?" I asked.
" Well, I do not think it is quite right to disclose her

name. I had a talk with her father, who was very

distant and said the matter would be best settled by
saying nothing more about it. I don't know what he
meant."

44 Was the girl's name by any chance Janet Gray ?"

Mr. Gascoyne looked at me in surprise.
44 That was her name, but how did you know ?"
44 Harry Gascoyne spoke to me once or twice about

her, and I wondered at the time from something he

said whether he had not made rather a mess of

things."
44
Yes, I am afraid we men are very selfish, that is,

until we have wives and daughters of our own. The
possession of sisters does not seem to instil the same
sense of responsibility to woman-kind."

44 Does Miss Gascoyne know of this ?"

" No ; unless the matter develops further I do not

think it necessary to inform her."
44 What did the police think of the affair ?"

44
1 fancy they are quite prepared to accept the horse

theory."
44 Then the matter is settled ?"
44 Except for the trouble of the poor girl. It appears

that he actually promised to marry her."
44 He was generous-hearted enough for anything," I

answered, with calculated impulsiveness.
" Her father asked me to give my word that the
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matter would not go any further, so you will remember
that you hold a secret that affects three human beings

at least."

" I shall of course be as silent as the grave."

He began to open his correspondence, and I rose to

leave the room.
" Oh, by the way, my wife and my niece have struck

up quite a friendship. My wife remains at the Grange,

and I shall go down there again for a few days next

week."

I looked pleased.
" I believe," he added, smiling, " you have been in-

dulging in some diplomacy at our expense. Don't you
think my niece is a beautiful woman ?"

" I think everyone would admit that."
u
I expect she will make a very brilliant match."

I went out. I knew quite well why this last remark
had been made, and smiled inwardly. Mr. Gascoyne

had thought gently to dissuade me from indulging in

hopes which were improbable of fulfilment. He could

not know how carefully I had calculated all the ob-

stacles that stood in the way of my success.

As I returned to my desk I found myself mur-
muring the word two. I had the most difficult part

of my task still before me, but so far the two opening

campaigns had been brilliant successes. I wondered
if the Gascoyne family in general realised how much
nearer I was to the succession. Probably with the

exception of Mr. Gascoyne and his niece they had no
idea of my existence.

I took out the genealogical tree and studied it care-

fully, although there was little need of this, as I could

have passed an examination in the entire history of

the Gascoynes up to date at any moment.
12—2
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There were now four lives between me and the

object of my ambition.

My great-uncle Henry, who was now very nearly

ninety years of age, lived somewhere in the North of

England. It was not necessary to consider him in

any way. He was a widower without children. There

was Ughtred, the uncle of the present peer, still a

man in the prime of life. He might yet marry and
have a family. He was devoted to good living and
had a reputation as a dilettante. I had never seen

him, but he had held office at Court, and was altogether

rather an important person.

My difficulties would come when I arrived at the

main branch of the family, and I reserved them for

the final stroke. I should then be obviously near the

succession and might be suspected of motives. A
great many eyes would be upon me, and there would
probably be a young baby and his perfectly healthy

father to deal with. I began to realise that so far I

had merely nibbled at my task.

It was advisable to give myself rest for a few

months, as I discovered that after each campaign my
nerve was apt to be slightly affected. I had proved

to my own satisfaction that the dictum, * murder will

out,' was invented to frighten mankind, had in fact

been set up as a perpetual bogey. Nat Holway's guilt

might be discovered, but the tracing of my anonymous
letter would be an almost impossible task.

I was very anxious to know how Janet Gray's affair

was progressing, and rather hoped I might be asked

to stay at the Grange for a day or two. I gathered

as time went on that the friendship between Miss Gas-

coyne and her aunt had grown stronger and stronger.

Mr. Gascoyne told me that their attachment was a
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great relief to him, that the companionship of her

niece had to a great extent dissipated his wife's melan-

choly, and that having a common sorrow they were

very much in sympathy.
" They admire each other, and it is the dignified and

warm friendship of two women to whom respect is

essential. By the way, Israel, the girl Janet Gray is

married."
" Indeed ?"

" Yes, to a young miller called Nat Holway. He
is very steady and very well-to-do. I almost won-
dered " He pulled himself up abruptly.

" Yes, sir ?" I queried.
" Nothing, nothing."

I knew what he had intended to say, and fervently

wished that he would get rid of his vague suspicions.

I was glad, therefore, when he continued :
" I have

often wondered whether my nephew may not have

had a fight with some admirer of Janet Gray, a fight

that ended unexpectedly in a tragedy."
" Do you intend to pursue the matter ?"

" No," he answered, energetically. " I think when a

man undertakes the seduction of a girl he must look

for violence from those whose feelings he outrages or

from those whose hearths he pollutes. I could not if

it were my own son bring the avenger to so-called

justice. I may be wrong, but I believe that if my
niece were asked, she would agree with me."

I breathed a sigh of relief, for they were not precisely

the sentiments I had expected from him.
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I had reached quite a new phase of my career.

The boy who had set out in life from the little house

at Clapham with a distinctly suburban appearance was
now hardly recognisable. I was twenty-three years of

age. I knew that I had a certain romantic distinction

of appearance, for I had been constantly reminded of

the fact by women of society who made it their business

to secure as good-looking cavaliers as possible. Some-
one had once said in my hearing that I was like the

young Disraeli. Poor Lady Pebworth, in beginning

what she conceived to be the patronage of an obscure

youth, had been caught in her own trap, and had
thrown modesty and virtue to the winds in an over-

mastering infatuation ; she would likewise have dis-

carded prudence had I been in the mind to allow her

to do so. I am quite aware of the charge of cox-

combry which will be made against me for writing in

such a way about my conquests, but when a man sets

forth to tell the history of his life he must make up
his mind to be impervious to two accusations which
are sure to be thrown at the head of the truthful

memorist, namely, those of vanity and exaggeration.

When we reflect that no novelist or diarist has ever

yet dared to paint a truly analytical picture of a

human career it is evident how amazingly difficult

182

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 183

such a performance must be, and there are few who
would be willing to risk the fury of mankind by giving

an accurate description of their lives and actions.

Jean Jacques Rousseau certainly made a pretence of

doing so, but we read his incomplete memorials with a

solemn wink and our tongue in our cheek. His dissipa-

tions and weaknesses, which he parades with such an
ostentation of candour, he knows are not such as to

bring down any great obloquy. Perhaps there is

philosophy at the foundation of such an attitude on
the part of society at large. An absolute ingenuous-

ness on the subject of our failings might breed too

broad a tolerance to suit the present views of humanity.

I myself have no intention of admitting the public

into the inner sanctuary where dwell my most esoteric

emotions. The philosopher wisely avoids the company
of those who, indifferent to the opportunities of learn-

ing, are ready to practise the habits of street urchins

at a sight foreign to the daily life of the streets. Jean

Jacques' drama was always legitimate.

Lady Pebworth undoubtedly was the victim of a

great passion. Fortunately, she was possessed of a

lord and master who was of an unsuspicious nature,

otherwise I am afraid that in spite of all my discretion

she would have landed me in the Divorce Court. The
Peeress and the stockbroker's clerk would have made
a meal for many a prurient appetite.

My income was three hundred pounds a year, more
or less, and with the instincts of my race I had begun

to speculate in a safe, quiet sort of way.

I made no boast of the nearness of my relation to

the Gascoyne family in such society as I obtained

entrance to. I was anxious for the matter to remain

unknown.
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I woke one morning to read in the social intelligence

that Lady Gascoyne had been safely delivered of a son.

The news was not the shock it might have been, as I

had known for some time that she was in an interest-

ing condition. The child would have to be removed
as well as his father.

It was a task that might well tax the ingenuity of

any man. I thought the matter over carefully, day
after day. I knew their house, which overlooked the

Green Park, and sat for hours gazing at the windows
as if they might be expected to furnish inspiration.

Lord Gascoyne was now twenty-six years of age.

Without being in any way a prig—in fact, he was a

man of some gallantry—he had a great sense of his

responsibilities, and was leaving the Guards in order to

manage his huge estates the better. He and his wife

were little heard of. Despite the fact of her American
birth, she was the genuine great lady as opposed to

the pinchbeck imposition. Her happiness was not

measured by the amount of social noise she could

make. Everything about her and her husband was
correct, and with the exception of the extreme good
looks of both probably somewhat dull.

They belonged to the inner sanctuary of English

aristocracy, and I could not at the moment see how
I was to scale the fortress of their exclusiveness. I

knew that they had been perfectly ready to entertain

and make much of the young Gascoynes. Harry Gas-

coyne had told me as much, but this was a very

different thing from welcoming the son of the Hebrew
commercial traveller. They might not be so easy to

conciliate as Miss Gascoyne.

Lord and Lady Gascoyne's entertainments were

not made a feature of in the newspapers. It was a
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privilege to attend them, and the entree to Lady
Gascoyne's drawing-room was a passport to any
society.

Lady Pebworth, I knew, visited them, and had been

a guest at Hammerton, but I did not think it very

probable she would be able to introduce me, and I was
not quite sure that I cared about owing my introduc-

tion to her.



CHAPTER XII

Although I had from motives of policy given up the

idea of making Sibella my wife, I was none the less

somewhat overcome at receiving an invitation to her

wedding. Grahame Hallward and I had lunch to-

gether in the City the day I received it.

" What do you think, Israel ? Lionel has asked me
to be his best man," he said.

" Are you going to ?"

" Well, I told him that I thought it was rather silly

for the bride's brother to be best man, and I asked

him whether there was not someone else. He got

quite annoyed, and so did Sibella. He was angry, I

believe, chiefly because he could not think of a friend

as a substitute. As a matter of fact, I don't think he

has many friends."

" I don't understand him," I said. " He goes about

a great deal, and knows some very decent people, and
yet the men don't like him."

" Women do, though, don't they ?"
fc<

I suppose so."

" I'm sorry for Sibella, Israel—I am really. Of
course, she won't suffer so much as other women might

when she finds him out, because she has no heart."
" Do you really think that, Grahame ?"

" Sorry to say I do. Of course, I would not say
186
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such a thing to anybody else, but you're almost like

one of us."

I gave him an affectionate glance. I was certainly

very fond of Grahame.
" You should ask him if he would not like me to be

his best man," I said.

We both laughed.
" I should think he rather objects to my coming to

the wedding at all. I'm coming, all the same."

Grahame said nothing, and I guessed that there had
been some discussion on the subject. I knew that

Lionel Holland was not by any means above the

vulgarity of showing temper should I be asked against

his wish.
" Come and see us on Sunday. Lionel won't be there,

and Sibella particularly told me to ask you."
" I'll come," I said. I wondered why Sibella was

anxious to see me. You'll be awfully dull at home
without her," I added.

" Yes ; she may not have much heart, but at the

same time she's jolly good company."
" Yes, that's exactly the expression. Even when

we were children she always kept things going."

We both grew a little quiet and thoughtful. I had
had delightful times in the Hallward schoolroom with

Grahame and Sibella, but I had travelled far since

then. I was fighting also against a great and torturing

jealousy. I was by practice enabled to keep this

feeling well under control, but it had a habit of having

a hasty nibble at my heart-strings when I was not on
the alert.

Sibella received me with more subdued sweetness

than I had ever known her display.

" You are getting on, Israel, aren't you ?"
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" Oh, I don't know ; I'm just making a living, that

is all."

" Why, you know that you are quite an important

person now."

I was surprised to find that no one else came in, and
more surprised when she proposed that we three should

spend the evening round the schoolroom fire, as we
used to do. I began to gather from Sibella's manner
that she was not looking forward to her marriage

without misgivings. That she was in love with Lionel

in a sort of way I had no doubt, but the price that was
to be paid for a few months of ecstasy had begun to

dawn upon her. Woman-like, she could not forbear to

count the cost. She had never been ignorant of my
feelings towards her, and from the day Lionel first

entered the house there had been a constraint whenever

we were left alone. Such a constraint fell upon us

when Grahame, having remembered that he had a

message for a friend who lived a little way off, left us

for half an hour.

I believe it was at that moment that Sibella began to

develop a vague feeling that from every point of view

she had made a mistake. In fact, the unexpected

happened, as it always does. The absolutely—from

the worldly point of view—immoral and incongruous

came about as if swiftly driven forward by some occult

forces, and she was in my arms sobbing hysterically

and erotically, without either of us quite knowing how
it had happened.

I had thirsted for her lithe, sweet figure and the

caressing of her golden hair so long that I was swept

away and found myself murmuring :

" I have not given you up, Sibella."

She hardly gathered what I meant, and I put her
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arms round my neck. Her mouth had always been to

my mind her chief charm, and when I found my lips

pressed against its large, sweet lines—which should

have ciphered a broad, generous nature—I lost my
head—that is, if I had had any desire to keep it.

Old Mr. and Mrs. Hallward dozed away in their arm-
chairs by the drawing-room fire. Miss Hallward was
writing her interminable Sunday letters in the library.

I have no doubt the house outside looked just as respec-

table and unemotional to Grahame when he returned

to it as when he went out of it, but, all the same, I

was wondering when he rejoined us if Sibella would
think it necessary to break off her marriage at the last

moment rather than marry a man she had betrayed.

She might do so, although in my wildest delirium I had
kept some vague powers of caution and calculation,

and had concluded that morality with Sibella meant
self-interest.

I drove home to my rooms in St. James's laughing

with triumph. Poor Lionel Holland would have all

the appearance of victory with none of its reality.

Had Sibella been a woman of ordinary suscepti-

bilities, I might have received a letter from her the

next morning imploring me to bury the incident,

accusing herself wildly, and vowing to make a model
wife ; but the elusive one—as I had named her to

myself—was too clever to commit herself to paper,

and if her marriage took place she would have it con-

ducted without risks.

The marriage did take place, and I went as a guest.

If it was bad taste on my part, it was entirely a question

between Sibella and myself. She certainly betrayed

no resentment. She had the grace to be very pale and
subdued, which gave indications that there might be



190 ISRAEL RANK

a certain leaven of conscience somewhere. Holland

took my congratulations civilly enough. I think he

was feeling really happy, so much are human beings

capable of being imposed on, and so little can we make
sure of appearances.

They evidently both looked forward to emerging

from suburban society, for they were to return from

their honeymoon to a flat in Mount Street, although

Mr. and Mrs. Holland had wished them to settle down
close to their house at Glapham.
" I was not going to agree to that," Sibella had said.

" I want to say good-bye to Glapham for good and for

all. If it had been Hampstead, I should not have

minded so much, but Glapham—ugh ! it gets more and
more sordid every year."

I did not suppose I should have the entree to their

establishment if Lionel could help it, but I meant to

make an attempt, all the same. Sibella was necessary

to me.

I suffered a good deal from jealousy the first few days

of her married life, but there is a merciful dispensation

of Providence which blunts the keenest pangs of

wounded love very rapidly when the inevitable has

taken place, however sharp they may remain when
sustained by hope.
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CHAPTER XIII

" My niece is staying with us, Israel," said Mr. Gascoyne

one afternoon as he was leaving the office. " Will you
dine with us on Friday evening ?"

I said I should be delighted. Mr. Gascoyne and his

wife had stayed at the Grange till the summer was
almost over, and I knew that Miss Gascoyne was going

to shut the house up for the winter, and that there was
a possibility of her selling it in the spring.

She looked very stately and beautiful in her deep

mourning, and was evidently glad to see me. We were

together for fully a quarter of an hour before Mr. and
Mrs. Gascoyne came down, and she talked quite freely

and unconstrainedly of her brother.

The more I saw of her, the more I was struck by her

absolute lack of pose in any small acceptation of the

word. It positively gave me a sense of personal

dignity to be with her.

" I am thinking of selling the Grange," she said. " So
long as there was my brother it seemed to me a certain

sort of duty that the offshoots of a great family should

keep up an appearance and have a fair country resi-

dence." Then she smiled. " I am afraid, however, that

myviews are changing. I don't look upon the Gascoynes
as quite such great people as I used to do, though I still

think that if one bears a great name one owes it a duty."
191
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" I am half a Jew," I said, boldly, " and as an Oriental

I have a great respect for caste and authority."
" Do you think that is whythe Jews succeed so well ?"

" Yes ; their chief aim is to remain at peace with

the powers that be, and as Orientals they are satisfied

that authority in this country abuses its privileges very
little. They have no craving for more liberty."

" They are a curious race."
" I am not a Jew by religion, you know. I was bap-

tised a Christian."

She smiled.
" I don't wish to be rude, but is that as far as your

Christianity has reached ?"

" My mother was a very religious woman. That is,

she tested everything by her conscience, and always

held that that was an unfailing standard."

It was really quite wonderful on what a high plat-

form I could conduct a conversation.

Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne came in, and we went to

dinner. The affection that had arisen between these

two women was quite extraordinary, and it was sur-

prising to see Miss Gascoyne yielding to her aunt some-
thing of the deference of a daughter, although I am
certain she would have rejected the insinuation that

she could ever put anyone in the place of the mother
she had idolised.

The conversation turned on the Gascoyne family.
" Do you know," said Mr. Gascoyne, " I was quite

astonished to find how near our friend Israel is to the

succession."

It was an awkward remark, and Mr. Gascoyne

evidently felt it to be so as soon as he had made it.

The subject was allowed to drop at the moment, but

Mr. Gascoyne revived it when we were alone.
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" I can't think how I came to make such a foolish

remark, Israel. It cannot have failed to remind them
both of what you have gained by their loss."

This was exactly what I feared.

" I cannot be said to have gained much. Lord
Gascoyne has a son and heir."

" Let us consider. If Lord Gascoyne and his son

were to die, you succeed as heir to your mother ; that

is, of course, when the two Henry Gascoynes, Ughtred,

and myself, are out of the way—and none of us count

for much. You see, the succession does not reach the

female heir till it has been carried down to the last male

heir. Rather hard on the women of the female lines,

but so it is."

" I am afraid, sir, it will be my lot to drudge along

in the City all my life."

" You are not the sort of person who ends as a

(Jrudge, Israel. Besides, go on as you are doing, and
who knows what may happen."

I guessed by the intonation of his voice that he was
considering whether he should tell me more of his

intentions.

When we returned to the drawing-room I played and
sang to them till late, and left the house high in the

good graces of both women. From that moment my
position in the house at South Kensington becama a

much more intimate one. Even two women as inde-

pendent by nature as Mrs. Gascoyne and her niece

found it pleasant and convenient to have a young
man about who was ready to take so much trouble off

their hands. This was, of course, not so apparent till

the first months of mourning were over, but when Miss

Gascoyne, who was devoted to music and art, began to

go to concerts and picture-galleries I was very useful.

13
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I learned that Lord and Lady Gascoyne had called on
Mrs. Gascoyne and her niece, and that the three were
going to dine with them.

I sincerely hoped that my name would not be men-
tioned, as I had no wish for the head of the family to

know of my existence till I had decided on my plan of

action.

I had been inquiring cautiously about Ughtred Gas-

coyne, and had made a point of coming across him
several times in the districts he haunted. He was a
very good-looking man, with apparently no such

mentality as provoked restlessness. He enjoyed his

life thoroughly, for all I could see. He had been in

the Guards. He had also sat in the House of Commons
for a limited period, and had utterly declined to repeat

the experiment. In fact, the two ventures, together

with a short period of Court life, had in his own eyes

been activity enough, and he had settled down to a
life of ease. Having a good income of his own, and
being welcome at Hammerton as often as he chose to

go there, existence was altogether a pleasant affair.

Still, fifty-five is young for a man nowadays, and he

might very well marry and have a whole family of

children. Selfish and apparently confirmed bachelors

do very often in middle age perform a complete right-

about-face, and end up as the benignant fathers of a
whole troop of boys and girls. Ughtred Gascoyne

had now arrived at that age when a man may by some
such shock as hearing himself described as " that old

bore " be driven into matrimony.

At present there did not seem to be much chance

of it. There was a woman in his life, however. She

was an actress, Catherine Goodsall, a woman of birth,

who moved in very good society, and who, being



ISRAEL RANK 195

neither a great tragedienne nor a great comedienne,

managed to earn a salary larger than could be achieved

by cleverer and more legitimate artistes on account of

the extraordinary chic and distinction she could

import into the delineation of smart society women.
She was so much the real thing, so entirely free from

the metallic artificiality of the usual impersonator

of such characters, that managers sought her con-

tinually.

She had a husband somewhere, poor soul, a man
who had been in the Navy, a blackguard who had been

untrue to the dearest traditions of the British tar by
laying his hand on a female otherwise than in the way
of kindness ; in fact, he had beaten her, and Ughtred
Gascoyne had thrashed him, and, strange to relate,

the wife had been grateful.

The husband had then disappeared. She had been

unable to obtain a divorce, but society, recognising the

plucky way in which she had managed to earn her own
living, accepted her intimate friendship with Ughtred
Gascoyne for the innocent affair it pretended to be.

Her position, perhaps, had also something to do
with the fact that she had a keen tongue and a ready

wit. Her tongue would have been a weapon to be

dreaded had it not been that she had the superlatively

rare quality of using it with discretion. Her some-

what unique social position earned her the envy of her

fellow artistes, the majority of whom retain such

footing as they have in society on sufferance, their

insecurity by no means being caused by their pro-

fession ;
for, were it not for their calling, the majority

of the theatrical sisterhood, even of the higher ranks,

would still be moving in their own proper slatternly

or suburban circles.

13—2
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Perhaps it would be possible to reach the Honourable
Ughtred through her. She was not above the weak-

ness common to most women of fashion of possessing

a craving for new male friends. I chose an oppor-

tunity when Ughtred Gascoyne was out of town to

obtain an introduction to her. This was not a

difficult matter. I kept my eyes on the advertise-

ments of charitable performances and bazaars to

which she was very generous in contributing her

services. A bazaar would be the thing, being the sort

of entertainment at which it was fairly easy to force

an introduction.

I had not long to wait. She was announced to hold

a stall at a fashionable bazaar. The particular object

of it I forget, but I remember that it was at a

town-hall a mile or two from Piccadilly Circus.

She had charge of a photographic stall, and I had
my photograph taken in such a variety of positions

that long before the operation was over, and aided

by the mention of one or two mutual friends, we
had become sufficiently acquainted for me to remain

and help her. Nothing, as I had calculated, could

have been more likely to bring about a rapid in-

timacy, and before I left I had been asked to go and

see her.

She had a small house on the north side of the

Park, and I made up my mind to call on Sunday after-*

noon, but before that day I received a note asking me
to come to lunch.

" A great many people drop in on Sunday after-

noon in the winter," she said when I arrived. " I

should probably see nothing of you, and new friends

always interest me. People think that a bad trait,

don't they, whereas it is nothing of the kind."
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" It certainly is not. It shows a progressive mind
—that is, if there is no premature protestation."

" Exactly. New friends should have just as many
fresh points of interest as, say, a picture-gallery. I

love to watch new temperaments ; they blaze and
change like sunsets."

" You are quite right ; but I hope this does not

infer that you tire of your friends easily."

" Not of the residuum. The majority pass, of

course. One would miss an immense amount of

good comradeship if everything which cannot be

lasting is to be avoided."
" You are not fickle ?"

" Not in the least. We all have our inner sanctuary,

and consequently we have our esoteric and exoteric

friendships, and the lookers-on make mistakes as to

which is which."
" That is very true* There is nothing in which

people are so much deceived about each other as in

their emotions. Human nature is so much more
many-sided than the world is willing to admit."

" You believe that the good are not as good as they

would have us believe, nor the bad as bad ?"

" Exactly."

She was a woman worth talking to, and I roused

myself.
" It can be demonstrated. Goodness is largely a

question of having aptitude for the latest conventions."
" Demonstrate," she challenged, and then added :

" Personally, I feel it, but have not the proof to hand."

I took up the challenge easily.

" For instance, in ancient Sparta, thieving was a

virtue and cowardice a crime. Nowadays, a coward

may get along very well, but a thief would probably
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come to grief very soon. So it is with many other

things."
" You think that a criminal may make a charming

member of society, a good husband and father ?"

I winced. The conversation was extracting opinions

from me which were just as well concealed, but I

answered frankly :

" I am sure of it."

"So am I."

I continued whimsically :

" Don't you think society would be much happier

if, instead of these horrible punishments and immur-
ings, people who had been convicted of a crime should

be compelled to wear some outward sign that they were

not to be trusted in that particular direction ? It

should be treated as a disease, not as a disgrace."

" A little difficult to enforce, eh ?"

" Not at all. We should all be up in arms if Brown
came to lunch without the governmental mark that

he was not to be trusted with forks and spoons, and
without the least acrimony we should call in a police-

man who would correct the matter."
" It might be carried still further, and people might

be obliged to wear the evidence of their particular

moral failing."

" Everybody would lie, and which do you think

would be the most popular hypocrisy ?"

" In England, drink ; because in the eyes of the

average citizen of this country it would carry with it

the least shame."
" Well said ; but to my mind there is no vice

which is not preferable, and yet people will shake a

drunkard by the hand when they would shrink from a

criminal of the emotions."
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We both agreed that this was ridiculous. I had not

been in the house an hour before I realised that she

was a very charming woman, and that she was sin-

cerely in love with Ughtred Gascoyne.

She harped a good deal on friendship, as if to ex-

aggerate her sense of its value, and send the hearer

away with the notion that a pure friendship between
man and woman was her ideal.

I have, however, always had a keen instinct for the

subtleties of female deception, and I was fully alive

to the trend of her dissertations on friendship. They
were the weapons she kept constantly in use for the

defence of her character. She need not have been
so careful, for the attacks and insinuations on her

reputation were far fewer than she imagined. She
was one of the chartered exceptions to the general

demands of propriety. These exceptions exist to a
certain degree, even in the most straight-laced society.

She made some witty remark about the suburbs,

that never-failing topic for the jests of those who
consider themselves the elect of the social citadel of

Mayfair.
" I am a suburban," I answered. " I was brought up

in Clapham."
" You hardly suggest the suburbs," she answered, un-

abashed.
" Oh, believe me, there are people of distinction in

the suburbs."
" Of course ; only, one must have one's little joke

about them. Personally, I always tell my friends

that they must not be too sure that they are free from
the parochial because they dwell within hail of Picca-

dilly Circus."
u

Still, 1 think that, after all, the Londoner has a
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quickness and intelligence denied to the provincial,

dotft you ?"

" Yes, to the provincial, but not necessarily to the

inhabitants of greater London. The guttersnipe of

Manchester is a very stupid creature after your Cockney
urchin."

We went upstairs and talked until her regular coterie

dropped in.

Sir Anthony Cross, whom I had met at Lady Peb-

worth's, was one of the first to arrive. He did not

like me, but, to my surprise, drew me into a corner.

" Do you remember, Rank, that evening the Peb-

worths and ourselves went to the Gaiety ?"

" Perfectly.''

" You bowed to an awfully pretty woman in the

stalls. She was with a good-looking bounder."

I knew perfectly well whom he meant, of course

;

but, as he paused for me to refresh my memory, 1

looked puzzled.
" You must remember—an extraordinarily pretty

woman."
I still looked blank.
" Surely you must remember. A fair woman with

fluffy hair and enormous blue eyes, but not a bit dolly,

like most fair women. Rather a large mouth."
" Oh yes ; I think I remember."
" Well, I fancy she's married to that man."
" If it's the girl I think you mean, she is married to

him. Her name is Sibella Holland." It was not very

well-bred to call Lionel Holland a bounder without

first finding out if he was a friend of mine.
" What a ripping name ! They've got a flat below

mine. I should very much like to know them."
" Do you want me to introduce you ?"
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Considering that Sir Anthony had gone out of his

way on more than one occasion to be rude to me, I

could not help thinking that there was a certain inso-

lence in his obvious readiness to make use of me. If

he intended doing so, however, I should certainly

return the compliment.
" I am obliged to hurry away now, but that's my

address. I am usually at home between six and
seven."

I gave him a card and said good-bye.

I had promised to spend the evening with the Gas-

coynes. I was making immense strides with their

niece, and I fancy that both Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne

were a little surprised at our having so much in common.



CHAPTER XIV

If I was to have access to Sibella at all, it was neces-

sary to make friends with her husband, and the only

way to make friends with him was to be useful to him.

I knew quite well that my continued success—and
success in his eyes was a question of moving in a higher

grade of society—had annoyed him beyond measure.

He believed that money ought to be able to buy any-

thing. Money is a thing the power of which the

vulgar are always overrating and the cultured are

always underrating. He and Sibella had a large

income, with the prospect of a very much larger one,

therefore the doors of good society should fly open.

They knew people who had been her friends before

marriage, and who moved in what a celebrated English

lady novelist would have called " genteel circles," but

her husband, having neither the atmosphere of good
breeding nor the . tact which might have taken its

place, was ambitious of forcing the most select

assemblies.

If I could be of use to him in this way I was sure

that he would be content to waive his dislike for the

present, especially as he imagined himself to be in

sole possession of the prize we had contended for.

if It was, of course, just possible that Sibella herself

might now object to my coming to the house. She
202
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might have fallen passionately in love with her hus-

band, as wives often do after marriage. Lady Peb-

worth was still ready to do anything for me, and if

Sibella was still ready to receive me, I must persuade

her ladyship to call.

I met Lionel on his way home from the City one

evening, and somewhat to his surprise stopped to speak

to him. He was a little cool at first, but I was careful to

start a conversation about himself , and he warmed to

the subject at once.

He talked of being sick of the City. His father was
very ill, and he expressed his intention of selling out

and giving up the business should anything happen to

the old gentleman.
" I shall go and live in the country, and get as much

hunting and shooting as I can manage."
" Still, a man ought to do something," I suggested.
" Oh, cut that ; don't preach."
" I wasn't thinking of it from a moral point of view.

You're a rich man. You ought to furnish the powers

that be with sufficient excuse for giving you something

later on."
" What do you mean V 9

" A man with twenty thousand a year may aspire to

anything."
" What am I to do ?"

" Go in for politics. The losing side, of course.

They'll be having their spell of office in a few years."
" I don't know anything about politics."

" No, but you've got intelligence
;

you'll soon

learn."

He looked flattered. Inwardly I smiled at the idea

of his being in the House of Commons.
" How does one'begin ?"
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It was strange that Lionel, who was heir to a couple

of newspapers, should know so little.

" Oh, you get to know all the right people. Let
them know that you are ready to drop a certain amount
of money. Lady Pebworth was saying only the other

day that their people want money. She's rather a
power in the political world, you know."
He looked vacant, and had the frankness to ask :

" Who's Lady Pebworth ?"

" Well, her husband was in the last Cabinet. Your
wife ought to know her. Lady Pebworth admired her

immensely the only time she saw her."
" Have they met ?"

" No, but do you remember one evening when you
and Sibella were in the stalls at the Gaiety, and I was
in a box with some people ?"

" Yes."
" That was Lady Pebworth. She has been very

civil to me. I don't suppose I should have had such

a good time if it had not been for her."

This admission of my own indebtedness to someone
else for the entree to certain houses that he had envied

me made him quite genial, and broke down the barrier

between us, while a little more flattery judiciously

laid on accomplished what I desired.

" You haven't been to see us yet," he said, quite

graciously.

" I haven't been asked," I laughed.
" I'll get Sibella to write and ask you to one of our

Sunday lunches."

We parted quite amicably, and I think I left him
under the impression that I was most anxious to be

friendly with him.

Sir Anthony Cross delayed coming to see me, as I

Digitized byGoogle



ISRAEL RANK 205

thought he would, but evidently he could think of no

other way of making Sibella's acquaintance, and one

evening when I was drinking tea—a habit to which I

am addicted—he was shown in.

" No thanks, I never drink tea. I don't know what
people see in it."

There was a perceptible patronage in his manner.

He assumed the usual attitude of an Englishman of

birth when brought into familiar intercourse with a

man of whose caste he is not sure. There was no

superficial fault to be found with his manner, but it was

obvious to a keen perception that he presumed a gulf.

" Not tea as they make it in this country," I answered

languidly. " Tea drinking is an art. It is one of the

most extraordinary facts of the latter part of the

nineteenth century how readily the country exchanged

China for Indian tea, and yet it is like preferring cider

to champagne." I pushed the cigars towards him.
" Most men cannot appreciate tea because their palates

are ruined by alcohol."

The cigar put him in a good temper ; I knew that it

was something exceptional.

He was not interested in the subject of tea, but at

the same time, being a gentleman, he hardly liked to

make it too patent that he had come about an intro-

duction to a woman, and that further than obtaining

that introduction he was not prepared to consider our

acquaintance.
" You've got a jolly little place here," he said, looking

round. I knew that in his heart he considered it

somewhat overdone.
" I am a Jew, and as an Oriental I defy the canons of

Western good taste in order to get the amount of

colour necessary to my appetite."
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He did not quite follow, and I did not intend that he
should. It was of no account. There were limits even

to my adaptability, and I am afraid I never could have
adapted myself to the idiosyncrasies of Sir Anthony
Cross. I don't think he had a single delicate sentiment

in him.

After a time, and when I considered he had listened

to me long enough to be sufficiently subdued, I said :

" Oh, by the way, I met Holland, Mrs. Holland's

husband, you know, a few days ago."
" Yes ?" He made a valiant effort to conceal his

interest.

" They are only just married, and of course very

much in love."

"What is he?"
" Well, as far as I know, he is something in his father's

business. His father is enormously wealthy—owns a

couple of newspapers. I don't think he'll hold out

much longer though, and then the young people will

come into everything."

Riches did not mean much to Sir Anthony Cross.

He had eighty thousand a year, so report said.

He was evidently too obsessed with the idea of

Sibella to be turned aside by a husband.
" Of course," I continued, "her brother is my greatest

friend ; we were at school together. She and I used

to be sweethearts when we were children, but when
Lionel Holland came on the scene he cut me out."

" She looks a charming woman, and I should very

much like to know her."

" I can introduce you to Holland if you like. I'll

ask them both to dine and meet you."

Sir Anthony hardly disguised his joy.

" I shall be delighted," he said.
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" Then I'll let you know when I've fixed things up."

I gave him the opportunity of departing, but he

stayed on, talking incessantly of Sibella. He was so

infatuated as to be unable to appreciate how obvious

he was making it that he was seeking an introduction

to a married woman because he was in love with her.

I knew that Sir Anthony was a friend of Ughtred
Gascoyne's, and it might so happen that he would be

useful to me in that direction.

" Have you known Mrs. Goodsall long ?" he asked.
" A few weeks."
" Don't know Gascoyne, do you ?"

" Who is he ?"

" Ughtred Gascoyne ; I thought everybody knew
him. He's a great pal of hers. People do say things,

but I don't believe it myself. I mention him because

I've heard a rumour that her husband is dead, and that

she and Gascoyne are going to be married."
" Indeed ?"

" Of course they've always been thick, but it isn't

often the man does the right thing."

I laughed.
" No, there's all the difference in being able to go and

see a woman when you want to and being obliged to

see her when you don't want to. Such a prospect

immediately subjects her to a new test. I know a great

many women who are delightful companions, but I

should not care to live with them."

He went away at last, after making me promise

again that I would arrange the dinner and let him know.
I was determined, if possible, to persuade Lady

Pebworth to be of the party, and called on her a day
or two after. She had just returned to town, and
received me rather coldly. She had been away for
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three months, and she protested that I had written

to her but twice during her absence. I pointed out

that she was blaming me for a too zealous care of her

reputation, and that it was one thing for her to write

to me when the chance of her letters being seen by
anyone else was practically non-existent, and quite

another thing for me to write to her, and that I had

only done so when I was certain that Lord Pebworth

was out of the way. It took me some time to soothe

her, inasmuch as she informed me that she thought

our friendship had better cease, and I really believe

she was in the mood to take a great resolution. This

roused me to an effort. It was not convenient to

quarrel with her at the moment. I regret to say

that in the course of our interview her ladyship so far

forgot what was due to good taste as to throw my
obscurity in my face, and to make a scarcely veiled

insinuation that had it not been for her I should not

have been acquainted with anyone of consequence.

At this I dignifiedly rose, and, telling her that I had
no wish to intrude where I was considered an

adventurer, moved towards the door. Then she begged

my pardon, said she could not understand how she came
to be so rude, and professed her undying readiness to

do anything for me. A weaker diplomatist might have

seized the opportunity to mention the dinner-party,

but I cautiously paid court to her for some days before

I asked her if she would come and meet Sibella and her

husband. I explained that Lionel was quite ready to

be of financial use to her political organisation, putting

it in such a way that it was impossible for her to take

offence. Finally, she said she would be very glad,

so I made up my dinner-party, which was quite a little

social triumph.
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I fancy Sir Anthony Gross was surprised when he

heard whom he was asked to meet.

I entertained them at the best restaurant in town.

Sibella's manners were perfect—they always were

when she chose—and Lady Pebworth took an im-

mediate liking to her, I of course being very careful

not to show the least partiality for her.

The Hollands thus found themselves taken up by a

woman who could probably launch them better than

they could, in their wildest dreams, have expected.

To do her justice, I do not think Sibella would have

run after anybody for the purpose of getting into better

society. She had enough of the Hallward pride and
egotism to save her from vulgarity. At the same time

she was quite prepared to swim with the tide and hold

her own.

Sir Anthony managed to keep his admiration within

bounds, and the evening was a great success. We
finished up by spending an hour at a famous theatre

of varieties. Lionel Holland from this time attached

himself to me much more than I cared about. He was
amazingly proud of Sir Anthony's friendship, and I

fancy that exclusive gentleman had to pay somewhat
dearly for the privilege of being near Sibella so much.
He became quite the friend of the house, however,

Sibella's dazzling beauty was not long in making
its way. She was noticed at a brilliant social function

by exalted folk, and as a consequence was presented

by Lady Pebworth. Lionel was selected as a forlorn

hope for the next General Election, and Mr. Holland
was so pleased that he appreciably increased their

allowance.

It may be asked what- good this was all doing me.
As a matter of fact, it is an instance of how impossible

14
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it is to generalise about character. I was perfectly-

sure of my power over Sibella, and enjoyed seeing her

admired and sweeping everything before her.

They could not get away from the fact—and I don't

think Sibella had any wish to—that it was I who had
launched them. Of course, people tried to shatter

Sibella's reputation by way of putting a speedy stop

to her upward climb, but nothing could be said which
was in any way susceptible of proof.

I had not since her marriage treated her with any-

thing except the most ordinary friendliness. I was
certainly not going to risk a snub. I was convinced of

one thing, that had I made a more strenuous effort

to win her from Lionel Holland I might have done so.

Perhaps some intuitive feeling warned me to suffer,

and not to risk my own ultimate profit.

Whilst engaged in trifles I was not neglecting the

main business of my life. I had not been able to

avoid an introduction to Ughtred Gascoyne, who some-

what inopportunely took a fancy to me. It was
rather awkward, as it would have been far more
convenient to have remained unknown.

By degrees it leaked out that Catherine GoodsalTs

husband was dead, and that she and Ughtred Gascoyne

were going to be married. She told me the news her-

self, with tears in her eyes. I am sure I should have

been glad if the words of congratulation I spoke could

have been sincere, and I really hoped that things could

at least be so arranged that they might have some time

of married happiness before Ughtred Gascoyne was
removed. But this was not my business ; and, further,

it might result in another human obstacle being placed

in my path.

Their wedding was fixed for a day in Christmas
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week. It was now October. I had* therefore not much
time to lose. Of course, neither of them was young,

and it was improbable that they would have any
children, but it was possible. I had so managed to

make everything in my mind subservient to my main
object that the prospect of Catherine Goodsall's dis-

appointment only raised a momentary pang.

I racked my brains by day and night, trying to

devise some new and entirely original way of starting

Ughtred Gascoyne on his way to a happier world.

Being known as a friend of his, it would not do to

use poison. Pistols and daggers, although they have

their uses, both in melodrama and out of it, did not

commend themselves. They suggested danger, blood,

and noise. I had early grasped the cardinal principles

of my undertaking ;
firstly, that I must be absolutely

relentless ; and, secondly, that the word horror must
be eliminated from my vocabulary.

As I lay awake one night in my room in St. James's

thinking the matter over, I heard the cry of fire, the

galloping of horses, and the jingle of the engine as it

swayed along Piccadilly. I have always been fond of

fires : even as a small boy they possessed a weird fasci-

nation for me.

I lay debating whether I should not get up and see

the fun. It was evidently not far off, for I could hear

the hiss of the water as it shot through the air, and the

shouts of men. Suddenly an idea came into my head.

Fire was apparently used as a rule in the clumsiest way
by murderers. How often may it not have been used

successfully and with complete secrecy ?

It was important to keep in mind that successful

crimes do not as a rule come to light.

Arson to the average mind always conveys a sensa-
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tion of horror that is perhapswanting in all other crimes.

Suffocation or burning were neither of them pleasant

methods, but I was not to be deterred by a sentiment.

The idea, once in my brain, became fixed. I found it

impossible to dislodge it. I should have liked to go

to the British Museum and read up all the details I

could obtain of crime by arson, but this would have
been a risky proceeding, and might in the never-to-be-

forgotten contingency of my falling under suspicion

be exceedingly damning.

1 should have to trust to my own invention. Ughtred
Gascoyne had asked me to call on him, and early one

Sunday morning I did so. He occupied an upper part

in Albemarle Street. There was a side door and a

flight of stairs leading to his rooms. I immediately

grasped the importance of the fact that there was no
porter or lift. He had a manservant who slept on the

floor above his own, and a woman who came in in the

daytime. The establishment was thus conveniently

miniature. On the first floor he had a sitting-room

that led into his bedroom, with a bathroom beyond.

Above this was his dining-room, which was seldom

used ; also a kitchen and a very small bedroom for his

servant. The place was old, curiously so for such a
smart quarter of the town, and, I imagined, highly

combustible.

The rooms were too solidly furnished for my pur-

pose, but they had muslin curtains and a fair number
of knick-knacks. I quite realised that it was an off

chance, but at the same time I believed it could be

carried out with little or no personal risk. What I

particularly wished to do was to enter his rooms with

him at night without anybody being aware of it, and
to leave them unnoticed.
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The Sunday morning I called on him he was, I fancy,

a little surprised to see me, but evidently quite

pleased.
" I am very fond of young people, and I like to have

them about me. Mrs, Goodsall and I agree on that.

I cannot understand old people who are content to

vegetate with their faded contemporaries."
<fc

It isn't everybody who gets on with young
people."

" It is merely a question of mood. You must feel

young, and you will get on with them well enough."
" To feel young. Therein lies the difficulty for most

people."
" Yes, most people eat and drink and sedenterate

themselves—if I may coin a verb—into premature old

age."

Whilst he talked I was wondering how long it would
take to suffocate a human being, and what density of

smoke was necessary, and whether he was a heavy
sleeper, a fact he was good enough to enlighten me on.

" Youth is merely a question of spirits, and spirits

are largely if not entirely a question of sleep. No, I

have never missed a night's sleep in my life that I can

remember, not even "—he lowered his voice
—"when

my mother died."
" You are lucky. I wish I could say as much."
" Directly my head touches the pillow I am asleep,

and I don't wake till I am called."

This was indeed good news, that is, if it could be

relied upon. It is amazing how people will lie about

their own habits. They are a matter of personal

delusion to a great extent, and people talking about

themselves will, in good faith, deny idiosyncrasies of

which their intimates are fully aware.
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For aught I could be sure of, Ughtred Gascoyne was
a martyr to insomnia, although he certainly did not
suggest it.

His bedroom was a light, airy room with very little

furniture, and a severe, narrow bed such as is affected

by the average English gentleman, and is to me an
abomination.

At any rate, this was the room it was my business

to set on fire with such completeness as might ensure

the passing of Ughtred Gascoyne.

It is the usual habit for those with a weakness for

arson to empty paraffin oil over a quantity of furni-

ture, and then set a light to it, a method of procedure

that nearly always leads to detection. I remembered
when thinking over my plans that Ughtred Gascoyne's

rooms were lighted by lamps and not by electric light.

Would this help me in any way ? It might. I already

foresaw that my nerve and courage would be called

into play in this enterprise far more than had hitherto

been the case.

October passed and some part of November, and
nothing had been done, except that I had grown more
and more friendly with Ughtred Gascoyne. He was
very musical, and liked to hear me sing and play.

Sometimes I made a point of meeting him late at

night on his way home from the club, and went in

and smoked a cigar with him. I could not help re-

flecting how very much those whom it was my unfor-

tunate duty to remove seemed to like me. Perhaps

it was a premonition that I was about to do them a

good turn or what might prove to be so.

His servant was usually in bed when I returned to

his rooms with him at night.

Both Catherine Goodsall and he were always talking

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 215

of the time they would have me to stay with them at

the little place they were taking in the country.
" Quite small," said Ughtred Gascoyne, " but alto-

gether delightful, isn't it, Catherine ?"

" You know, dear, I'm in love with it. I am
looking forward to having a little vault in that dear

old church with a stained glass window, to the memory
of Ughtred and Catherine Gascoyne of this parish."

" I can't say that that is a very cheerful way of

looking forward."
" Well, it's only when that happens that a woman

can be said to have her husband to herself."

We laughed. It was really quite delightful to see

how happy they meant to be, and after all if " man
never is but always to be blest," and the pleasure of

all things is a question of the imagination and lies

almost entirely in anticipation, they had had as much
pleasure out of it as could be expected.

I knew the time Ughtred Gascoyne usually went
home, and my meetings with him, looked upon by
him as accidental, were by no means so.

November went by, and it was the first week in

December, and, strangely enough in this perverse

climate of ours, the weather was bitterly cold. It

was the sort of weather for my purpose, for Ughtred

Gascoyne was a great stickler for fresh air, and it was
only in such weather as this that he was likely to shut

his windows He was turning into Bond Street one

night when I passed him. I laughed as we met.
" You won't be allowed to stay out as late as this

soon."
" No, penal servitude is upon me. Coming in ?"

We went up to his room, where there was a bright

fire burning.
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44 Now, this is comfortable. By the way, I met a

cousin of mine to-day. He says you are in his office."

" I told you I was in a stockbroker's office."
44
Yes, but you never told me he was my cousin, and

that you are also a cousin."
" I always leave the Gascoynes to find me out them-

selves. You see, my mother was a Gascoyne, and she

was left to keep lodgings in Qapham."
He looked at me kindly.
44 You don't feel bitter ?"

44 Oh dear no, only it isn't a great encouragement to

push myself forward, is it ?"

44 He tells me that there is another cousin of mine
staying with him and his wife. He describes her as

beautiful. What do you think ?"

44
1 agree. I knew her brother."

44 Poor Harry Gascoyne. Killed by a fall from his

horse, wasn't he ?"
44 Horse kicked him."
44
Strange, must have been a brute."

I talked to him as he undressed. He was inquisi-

tive about the South Kensington household.
44 Hardly know Gascoyne Gascoyne myself. Always

heard he married badly."
44 He married very well, only her father happened

to be a linen-draper."
44 Good heavens, that's nothing in our days. Lord

Southwick's father-in-law was a grocer, and a very

distinguished old gentleman, too. A damned sight

better bred than ever the Southwicks were. They
all look like stable-boys. Sort of family in which

you'd think the women had been going wrong with

the grooms for generations. Southwick married

groceries and manners at the same time."
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" Mrs. Gascoyne is a very charming woman."
" My dear fellow, I can quite believe it. A man like

Gascoyne Gascoyne does not retain his polish un-

dimmed if he has been living for years with a woman
who isn't a lady at heart."

" I don't think Miss Gascoyne would be devoted to

anyone who was capable of offending the canons of

good taste."

" They are great friends ?"

" I should think so."

"Well, when I am married we must have a nice

family party. Don't mind my getting into bed. You
can let yourself out, can't you ?"

" Easily."

I stood and talked to him while I put on my coat,

and then I said good-night.
" Ob, do you mind shutting my bedroom door, the

woman makes such a beastly row doing it if it's left

till the morning."
" Good-night."
" Good-night. Mind you come to my wedding."

I shut the bedroom door. I was in the outer

room alone. I went to the door, and going outside

shut it. Then I ran downstairs, opened the front

door and banged it, leaving myself inside. I sat

down on the stairs and waited. After a while I stole

upstairs again. The darkened room with the firelight

playing over it looked very comfortable. I gently

took the glass off the reading-lamp, and, unscrewing

the burner, poured the contents over the foot of the

curtains near which was the only wicker chair in the

room.

I had to close the old-fashioned shutters so as to

screen the room from any policeman on his beat as
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long as possible. One of my original ideas had been

to put a large piece of coal on the fire and lower the

register, leaving the room to fill with smoke.

The lowering of the register, however, would make
noise. Things were better as they were. While I was
completing all these arrangements I was on the alert

for the least sound from the other room. Again and
again I paused, ready to make for the door and be out

of the house before he could reach me. I had placed a

chair in such a position in front of his door that he

would be bound to trip over it if he came out in a hurry.

Lastly came the most difficult part of my task. I

had to remove the chair and open his bedroom door

slightly. I listened long and carefully till a snore

assured me that it was safe. I leant across the chair

and opened the door a little way. The heavy breath-

ing in the bed stopped. For one moment I felt terror ;

the next moment he had snored again. I removed the

chair.

The striking of a match might have betrayed me.

I lit a piece of paper at the fire and held it to the

soaked curtains. Then I was out of the room like a

shot and downstairs. As I glanced back the room was
already full of flame.

When I emerged into the streets I looked carefully

up and down. There was not a policeman to be seen.

I reached my rooms and went to bed. I wish I could

boast of such a nerve as would have allowed me to

sleep through the night.

The next morning I started for the City at the usual

time. I scanned the morning paper, but there was
nothing about a fire in Albemarle Street. At lunch-

time the first thing that met my gaze as I left the

office was a placard issued by one of the earlier and
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cheaper evening papers :

—
' Gentleman suffocated in

Albemarle Street.'

With an extraordinary calm I read that about three

a.m. a fire occurred at the chambers of the Hon.
Ughtred Gascoyne, resulting in the death of that

gentleman, who was well known in social and sporting

circles. His servant, who slept on the floor above, was
awakened by the smell of smoke, and getting out of bed
and hurrying to the top of the stairs to arouse his master

was driven back by the flames and smoke. He was
subsequently rescued by a fire escape from the top

storey.

On the fire being extinguished the unfortunate

gentleman was discovered in his bed. He must have
been suffocated in his sleep.

I put down the paper with satisfaction and ate a

good lunch. I had at any rate not inflicted any great

physical suffering.

Mr. Gascoyne came back from his lunch looking

very white.
" It's a most awful thing, Israel. There seems to be

a curse on our family."
" Why, sir, what is the matter now ?"

" You know my cousin Ughtred ?"

" Yes."

« " The poor fellow has been suffocated in his bed."

I appeared horrified. " You don't mean to say at

his rooms in Albemarle Street ?"

" Yes."

I looked terribly concerned.
" He was to have been married quite soon."

"So I understood. Mrs. Goodsall, the actress,

wasn't it ?"

" Yes."
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" Curiously enough, I met him yesterday at the club

of a friend of mine. I hadn't seen him for years."

I called a hansom directly I left the office and drove

to Albemarle Street. A small group was watching

the house from the other side of the road. The
windows were boarded up and the stonework round

them blackened with smoke. I knocked at the door,

and it was opened by Ughtred Gascoyne's servant.

He had reason to remember me with gratitude, for I

knew that servants are the adventurer's staunchest

allies or greatest enemies.
" Will you step inside, sir ? Lord Gascoyne has

been here most of the day. He's just gone."

I did not wish to meet his lordship.

" When do you expect him to return ?"

" Not till to-morrow, sir."

I went in. There was a gruesome smell of charred

wood and stuffs. I followed Mason upstairs.

" This it where it must have begun, sir." He pointed

to where the wicker work chair had stood.
" What I can't understand, sir, is how the shutters

came to be closed. I never knew Mr. Gascoyne to

shut them, and he gave me particular instructions to

the contrary. There was no need for them, you see."

I looked towards the bedroom.
4< They took him away to the mortuary, sir, to await

the inquest. No man could have been a better master."
" He was a splendid chap, Mason. You know how I

looked up to him." I spoke in my most ingenuous

tones.

" And very fond he was of you, sir. He was always

at home to you."

I pressed half a sovereign into his hand.
" Did he come home alone, Mason ?"
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" No, sir—at least, I fancy I heard voices. Oh yes,

and I heard the door bang. I don't know who it was,

sir, I'm sure."

The front room was quite burnt out, and there

could be absolutely no trace of the oil with which I

had started the conflagration.

I had apparently succeeded in a very risky under-

taking.

I left a card at Mrs. Goodsall's with my deepest

sympathy. The servant informed me she was quite

prostrated, and I was made somewhat uncomfortable

by hearing sounds of sobbing from the second storey

of the tiny house.

At the Gascoynes', where I was to dine, I found the

household in the deepest gloom. The tragedy seemed

to have brought back something of the bitterness of

their own grief. It was too similar in its horror to

the death of the two young Gascoynes to be much
discussed. We avoided gloomy topics with an almost

hysterical earnestness, but it is extraordinary how
matters of that kind will obtrude themselves when
they are desired not to do so. Left alone with Mr.

Gascoyne, however, the constraint passed and we
talked freely.

" Just one of those things that are quite inexplicable.

The fire brigade authorities do not agree with the

theory that a live coal must have dropped out of the

grate. They think the fire originated at the other

end of the room, and that it must have been a

cigarette or something of the kind."
" It doesn't matter much what it was, does it ?"

" Of course not
;
only one cannot help travelling

round a case like that and looking at it from every

point of view. I called there this afternoon."
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" And I was there this evening."
" Did you see Lord Gascoyne ?"

<c
No."

" He was there when I called, and seemed terribly

upset. He kept on saying, ' Poor Uncle Ughtred !'

and * He was the life and soul of everything.'
"

I could not see that these remarks of Lord Gas-

coyne's were very illuminating or helpful, but it is

curious how little people trouble to be sensible when
they are talking of the dead.

Miss Gascoyne pressed my hand as I said good-

night.

" What a friend you are ! You are always cheering

us. You knew him, too, which makes it all the nicer

of you to be so cheerful."

" Good-night," I said, and then threw into my glance

a confession of admiration for which I had been months
preparing the way. I was sure that had I ventured

on such a thing a year before she would have felt

anger, born of injured pride, but now her eyes fell,

and I knew that I was on the road to success. She
had taken me at my own valuation, as I had intended

she should.
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I was glad to discover that Ughtred Gascoyne had
left all his little fortune, excepting such as did not

return to the Gascoyne coffers, to Catherine Goodsall,

and that she would be quite well off. She looked very

woebegone when I saw her again, but she was not a

pessimist, and soon pulled herself together ; not that

I believe she ever forgot him. She gave me a tie-pin

that had belonged to him, because he had been very

fond of me, and had often talked of me to her.

A Sunday or two afterwards I lunched with Sibella

and her husband. The old hunger for her was beginning

to grow on me, and impel me towards her.

They were for a wonder alone, and Lionel looked

discontented. He had evidently reached the frame

of mind peculiar to vtilgar folk, who think that unless

they are living at high pressure and constantly enter-

taining or being entertained by those they consider

great they are dropping out of it. Great folk can

afford their holidays, but such social climbers as

Lionel Holland can have no respite from the treadmill

of entertainment.

I think he was verily too stupid to see that it was
his wife's beauty and charm, lacking in depth though
they were, to which they owed their improved position.

Sir Anthony Cross—who I knew was with them con-
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stantly—must have played a very clever game, a

much cleverer game than I had imagined him capable

of. To do Lionel justice, he was not the sort of man
to play the complaisant husband for the sake of any
position, and he had evidently not grasped that Sir

Anthony's presence at their house was solely and
entirely due to admiration of his wife.

I was certain that so far Sir Anthony had not even

been permitted to declare himself. Sibella was vain

enough of his attention to keep him dangling after

her, but she had no notion of making herself cheap

to the men of a society the women of which she was
anxious to propitiate.

I suppose Lionel thought that an old lover like

myself, who had been discarded for years, was no pos-

sible danger. Possibly—for the minx was clever—he

had absolute confidence in Sibella.

At any rate, after lunch he left us together. It was
the first time we had been alone since her marriage.

It was a little awkward, but I exerted myself to

free the situation from constraint.

" Things have changed," I said, lighting another

cigarette with a languid feeling of enjoyment at being

alone with her, and conscious that the manage I had
contemplated had begun.

" You are wonderful, Israel. It is quite extra-

ordinary how people talk about you, and quote what
you say, and yet " She paused, and I laughed.

" And yet I began life in a third-rate Clapham
lodging-house, and am still only a clerk in a stock-

broker's office."

" As far as that goes, I can't quite see why people

make such a fuss of us."
" Can't you ? Then look in the glass."
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Sibella rippled with laughter. She loved flattery,

and expected it.

" My dear child," I said lazily, " everything finds its

level. We were bound to rise. You and I, Sibella,

are very wonderful people."

"And Lionel?"
" Lionel is not in the least wonderful. He is good-

looking, but by himself he would never have wheeled

the shortest flight above the ordinary."
" I won't have you talking against my husband."
" I am not talking against him. I have rather an

affection for Lionel. He is your husband."
" It is sometimes borne in upon me, Israel, and I can-

not say why, that you are extraordinarily wicked."
" What makes you think that ?"

" There is something mysterious about you. There
always was even as a boy, and it has grown with you."

I did not like to hear this. Above all people, a secret

murderer cannot afford to suggest the mysterious.
" Do you remember what a pretty little boy you

were ?" she asked.
" Perfectly."
" Do you know, I've got a lock of your hair that I

cut off at a children's party. It's such a dear, silky

little curl. Quite black."
" Let me see it."

She rose and left the room. Returning, she un-

wrapped the covering of tissue paper and showed me
the curl, as soft and sweet as the day it was cut.

" My hair is coarser than that now," I laughed.
" It's very nice hair, Israel."

And then I took her in my arms and kissed her,

which may seem rather premature, but there had been
that in the conversation which had led up to the

15

Digitized by



226 ISRAEL RANK

situation. Of course, Sibella would not have been a
woman had she not declared that she would never

forget that she was now Lionel's wife, and that on a

former occasion she must have been mad. She re-

peated that she always knew I was wicked, and that I

had gained an ascendancy over her. She then pro-

ceeded to tell me that I was in love with Lady Peb-

worth, with whom she had lately had a coolness.

That lady evidently thought that she had purchased

by her introductions a perpetual right to the sub-

servience of Sibella and her husband. She was now
experiencing the utter callousness of Sibella's dis-

position towards her own sex, a callousness she was
exceedingly clever at masking till she had obtained

what she wanted.

It was difficult to say where the weak point in

Sibella's armour came in. She was, of course, vain,

but as a rule her vanity was not allowed to interfere

with her interests. She was dominated to a great

extent by looks. It was this passion for beautiful

people that had made it a perfectly safe proceeding to

introduce Sir Anthony Cross to her. I was sure that

no man so destitute of pretensions to physical charm
could ever win her suffrages. In fact, I was pleased

to know that he was always to be seen near her, for

his case was hopeless.

" Perhaps it is a very good thing we did not marry,

Sibella. A strict barrier should always be preserved

between the official and the sentimental roles."

" My dear Israel, Lionel is much more sentimental

than you are."

" Women are amazingly quick. Perhaps sentiment

is the wrong word ; I should have said romantic."
" What is the difference ?"
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" There is all the difference. The sentimentalist has

no sense of humour. The romanticist generally has

too much. A romanticist may possess the salt of

cynicism ; a sentimentalist seldom."

Sibella had something of an intellect, and I think,

perhaps, that was also a weak point, for inasmuch as

it was a poorly developed sort of affair it was easily

dazzled, and she would at the merest flicker from an
opposing mind credit it with much that it did not

possess.

I had led the conversation away from Lady Pebworth,
but she brought it back again, and flattered me by
insisting on learning from my own lips that I had no
affection for the lady.

Fortunately she only knew of Miss Gascoyne's

existence in a vague sort of way.
" What would you do, Sibella, if I married ?"

" Forbid it."

" You think that would be effective ?"

" If it were not I should never speak to you again."
" Ah, unfortunately it is forbidden to a discretion

like yours to take such extreme measures."

"Why?"
"Lionel would want to knowwhywe had quarrelled."

How she would act when it came to telling her that

I was engaged to Miss Gascoyne—which I hoped would
shortly be the case—I could not say. Miss Gascoyne's

extreme beauty and distinction would not help the

matter.

I had my hands quite full, for I was working very

hard at the office, and making myself as indispensable

as possible to Mr. Gascoyne. The rest of the staff

had ceased being jealous when they saw that I was
determined to get what I wanted. Such remarks as

16—2
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" one of those damned Jews again," unintentionally

overheard by me, I ignored with the sublime cynicism

of my race. Nothing was to be gained by being aware

of them, less was to be gained by cherishing resent-

ment. Jews are not good at revenge ; it is not

business. Shylock's case was exceptional, and, given

time, his common sense would have reasserted itself.

I was even treated as the natural heir to the business,

for I had wisely thrown out veiled hints of a partner-

ship to the managing clerk.

I was about this time somewhat scared by a suitor

appearing for Miss Gascoyne's hand, and such a suitor

as must have made any mere business man tremble for

his own chance.

I knew that Miss Gascoyne was constantly receiving

the very best invitations, which she seldom accepted.

I also knew that she and her uncle and aunt had dined

with the Gascoynes, and I had heard mentioned, not,

however, as a matter of any great consequence, that

they had met there a Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie. I was there-

fore a little astonished on calling one Sunday afternoon

to find Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie, a young man undeniably

handsome and well-bred, in the drawing-room. I

could not stay long, but even in the short time I was
there it was obvious that the object of his visit was
Miss Gascoyne. He was evidently rich, for outside

the door was an exceedingly luxurious motor. I looked

him up in the landed gentry, and found that he was one

of the untitled nobility. He had a huge estate, and
was related to half the peerage. His sisters were a

duchess and two countesses, and his younger brother

was already a distinguished member of Parliament.

He was Lord-Lieutenant of his county, and altogether

a notable person. It seemed as if, granting any



ISRAEL RANK 229

inclination on Miss Gascoyne's part, my fate was
sealed.

The next time I called Mrs. Gascoyne said to me
when we were alone :

" I am afraid my niece will not be with us much
longer."

44 Indeed ?"

I think she must have had some notion that I had
dreamed of Miss Gascoyne as my wife, for there was an
accent of kindliness in her voice.

44 You have met Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie ?"
* 4

Oh, yes." I almost gasped. Surely she was not

going to tell me that Miss Gascoyne was engaged to

him already.
44
It will be a splendid match. She is quite the

woman to take her place at the head of county

society."
44 They are engaged ?"
44 Oh dear no, but anyone can see that there is a

mutual attraction, and it is altogether so exactly

suitable that we hope it will take place."

I had never before considered Mrs. Gascoyne a fool.

Mr. Gascoyne came in soon after, and she began
again. I think she believed it the kindest thing

to do.
44
1 have just been talking to Israel about Edith and

Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie."

Mr. Gascoyne looked astonished, and gave me a

side-long glance.
44 Indeed ? Don't you think, my dear, we are a little

premature ?"
44 There is no harm in discussing it."

In a few minutes Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie and Miss

Gascoyne came in.
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I had never met Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie anywhere except

at the Gascoynes'. He had all the unfailing and
general courtesy of the absolutely exclusive. He was
not a man who, as far as I could gather, went out

much, but he entertained Royalty a good deal, having

some of the finest shooting in England.

Of his manner to me I had certainly no reason to

complain, but I think he was a little astonished when
Mr. Gascoyne very pointedly introduced me as a

cousin. I suppose my Semitic appearance had hardly

prepared him for the news. Since, however, I was a

relation he could not doubt my general authenticity.

Personally I would much sooner Mr. Gascoyne had
not been so ready to insist on my being of Gascoyne

I walked home wondering whether after all Mrs.

Gascoyne was not mistaken.

I had studied Miss Gascoyne very carefully, and I

could not detect any indications that she was likely to

capitulate to Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie. At the same time,

she was outwardly an impassive woman, and appear-

ances might be deceptive.

I admired and desired her even beyond Sibella, cer-

tainly beyond Sibella now that I was sure of the latter.

I was not in the least conscious of any absurdity

in arranging my affections so as to dovetail with

my love for two women. Even theoretical polygamy
comes quite naturally to me, for all Jews are poly-

gamists at heart, even if as a nation they find it con-

venient to disown it. King Solomon, with his enor-

mous female collection, remains their typical domestic

character.

I desired Miss Gascoyne, and was determined to

run the risk of asking her to marry me, though I was

blood.
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perfectly aware that it was after marriage that the

battle would begin. She was not a woman to endure

tamely any insult to the conventions, and she was not

likely to agree with Dr. Johnson's dictum :
* Why,

sir, a wise woman does not trouble herself about her

husband's infidelities.' Domestic life would be a

different matter if this were a recognised rule, which

woman was brought up to regard as a principle of

life. It is a fact, however, which a wise woman learns

early, that a man's infidelities need not in any way
affect his supreme devotion to a particular female.

The objection that in that case a woman should have

the same privilege is childish, and can of course be

refuted on the most elementary utilitarian grounds.

If she desired such liberty, a fact which I doubt in the

case of the normal woman, I think matters would have

been differently arranged, and a more elastic scheme

of rearing the young in civilised communities estab-

lished. I certainly was prepared to sustain my
passion for both women, and if society made it difficult,

why, I must meet society with its own weapons. I

was not going to agree to forego one woman because

to a slightly greater degree I desired the other.

I might find out when matters settled down, as I

hoped one day they would, that I loved Sibella the

better. At present she was at a disadvantage, as the

woman possessed always must be, by the side of the

woman unpossessed. It was not perhaps brains that

lifted Miss Gascoyne above Sibella ; it was character.

Miss Gascoyne would have sacrificed everything for

principle. I could not imagine Sibella sacrificing much,

even for prejudice.

I lived for the next few weeks in the greatest suspense.

Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie was constantly at the Gascoynes',
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and I was startled by a false report that the engagement
was arranged and about to be announced. I heard it

at Lady Pebworth's. Her ladyship was a sort of

cousin of Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie's. It turned out to be a
false rumour, but I spent a sleepless night. I spoke to

Mr. Gascoyne about it the next day at the office.

" I hear that Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie and Miss Gascoyne
are engaged."

" Good gracious, I've heard nothing about it."

In my relief I laughed gaily. " Then there can't be

any truth in it."

"Who told you ?"

" I heard it at Lady Pebworth's."
" Then it is evidently expected. If it takes place

it is a match of my wife's making, but I shouldn't

wonder if after all she were disappointed."

"It would be a splendid match," I said, hypo-

critically.

He looked at me keenly.
" You are very clever at disguising your feelings,

Israel. I had no idea you were so subtle."

I had made a mistake, and appeared before him for

one moment in my true character.
" Where a woman is concerned men discover

unexpected attributes."

" That is true." He was too tactful to pursue the

subject of my admiration for Miss Gascoyne further,

and continued :
" No one has a greater respect for

rank and its obligations than my niece. At the same
time, I don't think a throne would tempt her to lie

about her feelings."

I was lunching with Grahame that day. We had
not seen each other for some time, but his steady blue

eyes met mine with no diminution of friendship. He
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was at the moment slave to a romance of a most

inconvenient type. He had fallen in love with quite

a common girl, and was unhappy when she was out of

his sight. Luckily there was no question of his marry-

ing her. Had it been necessary I verily believe he

would have done so, for his heart compelled all

sacrifices.

" We never see each other now, Israel."

I knew how to appeal to Grahame.
" Does that matter with a friendship as strong as

ours ?"

" Of course it does not affect our friendship, but still

one likes to see one's friends now and then.'
9

" Has it been altogether my fault ?"

" Well, I suppose not," admitted Grahame.
" I'll put you to the test. Let us go out of town

from Saturday till Monday. I know a ripping little

seaside hotel, and I love the sea in winter." He
coloured and looked confused, and I added quickly :

" You can't come ?"

« well, I
"

" Don't prevaricate, Grahame. Of course you can't

come. In the first place, you have promised to take

her to a theatre on Saturday evening. You are

lunching with her on Sunday. You are driving her to

the Star and Garter at Richmond to tea in the after-

noon, and you are coming back to dine somewhere
very luxurious with her in the evening."

He laughed. " That's very near it."

" And in two years' time, or even sooner, her face

won't stir a passing emotion in you."
" Don't, Israel, you hurt."
" I'm sorry, but if you did come away you would be

thinking of nothing but her the whole time."
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" I am afraid you are right."

" You are a sentimentalist, Grahame, only, thank

goodness, not a maudlin one, and sentimentalists are

only possible during the entr'actes"
" Thanks."

My liking and friendship for Grahame were a proof

of how sincere I could be if people did not stand in

the way of my great design. I suppose I ought to have
felt some remorse, considering that Sibella was his

sister, but after all such relationships are purely

accidental. The fact remains that Grahame might

have asked for almost any sacrifice that did not

interfere with my slow subterranean tunnelling to the

Gascoyne peerage.



CHAPTER XVI

Miss Gascoyne refused Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie. I was
first made aware of this fact by the announcement in

the Morning Post that he had left London, and pro-

posed to go for a six weeks' yachting cruise in the

Mediterranean.

I hastened to call on Mrs. Gascoyne when I knew
she would be alone.

" So very extraordinary, Israel," she said. " I had
almost looked upon the thing as settled, but she

refused him point-blank. It's my first and last attempt

at match-making. I think Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie in his

inmost heart was a little surprised. He took it very

well, poor fellow, although I believe he felt quite

broken-hearted. It's very strange, for it's not like

Edith to lead a man on and then throw him over."
" Did she lead him on ?" I asked.
" Surely you must have seen that ?"

" Well, I can't exactly say that I did."
" But they went everywhere together, picture-

galleries, concerts, theatres, lectures."

" Who asked him ?" I interjected, slily.

Mrs. Gascoyne was one of those straight-dealing folk

to whom it was perfectly possible to point out a mis-

take in judgment without creating an unfriendly

atmosphere.

235
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" Do you mean to suggest that the mischief has been

of my doing, Israel ?"

" Dear lady, I mean to say that in your unselfish

anxiety to marry your niece brilliantly you imagined

a state of things which did not exist."

"Exactly; you mean that I'm a dreadful old

mischief-maker.
9 '

" You know I don't mean that."

I always adopted in my attitude towards Mrs. Gas-

coyne a touch of ingenuousness which I found eminently

effective. It impressed her, with a strong belief in my
sincerity ; in fact, talking to her I have known myself

believe in my own sincerity, so free from guile was her

manner of thought and speech.

A conviction, the result of some reflection, had
forced itself upon me that with my secret inevitably

striving to write itself on my face and manner it would
be well to cultivate as much as possible the society of

the simple-minded, in order to borrow something of

their mood. Mood is everything in influencing sur-

roundings. I am still unable to see why a murderer

should not go through life with a perfect inward peace,

providing his associates are the right people. Apart

from a certain love of secret romances, I prefer the

society of the simple-minded and the good ; jusl as in

order to preserve a proper balance of mind so much
time should be spent in the country and so much time

in town :—a constant going from the artificial to

nature and back again from nature to the artificial.

A right proportion of light and shade is a great'

factor in human happiness.
" I trust Edith means to marry," continued Mrs.

Gascoyne. " It would be a crime if so much charm
and character were wasted."
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" Do you think it is necessarily wasted because a

woman does not marry ?"

" I am old-fashioned, Israel, and I think a woman's
vocation is marriage."

" A great many women must be without a vocation,"

I laughed.
" That is no reason why as many as have the oppor-

tunity should not fulfil it. Now, when you marry,

Israel
"

At that moment Miss Gascoyne entered the room.

She was a little embarrassed, as if she were aware that

I knew all about Wyllie's proposal and her refusal.

She was not the woman to dismiss a lover lightly

and with a mere sensation of triumph at her own
conquest. She had, I was sure, suffered in a way
which most women would not have done.

With most women the dismissal of a lover brings

with it a certain feeling of power. It is the one moment
at which their sex can be truly said to rule.

Miss Gascoyne's manner had in it a trace of sadness,

probably, I thought, expressive of regret that she had
been unable to accept as a husband a man whom she

thoroughly respected and who perhaps she even felt

was in many ways her natural mate. Perhaps the

event had led to a certain amount of retrospection

and analysis of her own feelings. Lovers are modest*

yet at the. same time I fancy a favoured lover has as a

rule a very fair impression that he is not distasteful,

however fluttered he may be before he has made sure

of his prize. So by some curious undercurrent flowing

between us I gathered that Miss Gascoyne was more
interested in my visits than she had ever been before.

I had nothing very tangible to go on. There was no
sudden development of coquetry, such as a smaller-
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minded woman would have displayed. She showed
towards me the same even friendship, and we did not

see more of each other. Perhaps I gathered the in-

creasing warmth of her feelings from a certain relief

and gladness at my arrival which even she could not

conceal, or it might have been from a certain deference

to my opinion.

To the ordinary observer it would have appeared

almost incredible that this queenly, beautiful creature

of good birth should prefer a stockbroker's clerk to

Mr. Hibbert-WyUie, one of the richest men in England,

and connected with half the peerage. Busybodies

would have argued that her pride, her sense of family,

had always been stronger than her affections ; which

would have shown how very wrong busybodies, who
are necessarily limited to a judgment based on the

superficial, can be.

I had taken Grahame Hallward to see the Gascoynes,

at Mr. Gascoyne's special invitation. The latter had
met him with me in the City, and had conceived a

great liking for him.
" You can always tell a man by his friends, Israel,"

he had said to me, " and young Hallward seems an
altogether delightful fellow."

I could not forbear smiling. As a rule, it may be

true that birds of a feather flock together, and that a

man can be judged by the company he keeps, but at

the same time it is curious what a man will put up
with in the friend of his heart. The friendship of

Grahame Hallward and myself was not dependent

on any strong community of tastes and interests. It

was the outcome of his own loyal nature, which, having

made a friend, held to him. Mrs. and Miss Gascoyne
liked him from the first.
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He grasped the situation between Miss Gascoyne
and myself at once, and he was the one person with

whom I permitted myself to discuss it. He was
enthusiastic in his admiration.

" She is a queenly woman, Israel. Have you known
her long ?"

" About a year."
" Well, you're a lucky chap."
" What do you mean ?"

" Mustn't I discuss the matter ? Tell me to shut

up, and I will."

" You know I will discuss anything with you."

He gave me an affectionate look.

" Are you struck, Israel ?"

" All of a heap." I always adopted a fresh, breezy

way of talking with Grahame. I think that is why
he believes in my innocence to this day, and also why
he is suffering so much. He never saw the corners of

my character, although he had known me so many
years. I always appeared to him frank and affec-

tionate.

" She'll suit you better than Sibellawould havedone."
Had I been without the ambitions I was possessed

of, Miss Gascoyne would have done nothing of the

kind. Sibella's decadent temperament would have
furnished me with far more entertainment. But
Edith Gascoyne was on the road to my objective.

She was the most natural mistress in the world for

Hammerton Castle.

" Itfs all rot my thinking of such a thing," I said,

true to the character in which I instinctively appeared
before Grahame. " She's got money of her own, and
I'm a beggarly stockbroker's clerk with three hundred
and fifty a year."
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" Judging by Mr. Gascoyne's manner, I should say

he meant you to be a little more than that one of these

days."
" Oh, I'm not such a hypocrite as to pretend that it

doesn't look as if he meant to do something for me.

but I may have ever so long to wait till then."

"Don't you make anymoney on your own account ?"

" Oh, a bit—nothing to speak of."

Grahame must have mentioned Miss Gascoyne to

Sibella, because the next time I called she asked me
why I had never spoken of her.

" I don't know, I'm sure," I answered, carelessly.

I was glad that Grahame had saved me the trouble

of breaking the fact of her existence to Sibella. I was
on perfectly good terms with the latter now, and she

had quite overcome any scruples about deceiving " poor

Lionel." She had in fact not known her own decadence

till I had exploited it for her. She was revenged by
my becoming intensely jealous of her. After all, she

was meeting daily a great number of men who were

willing to dance attendance on her till further notice,

and it was impossible and unnatural that she should

not find some of them attractive, and having been

taught infidelity she might profit only too well by the

instruction. I behaved with the greatest discretion.

I had no mind to have all my plans upset by a

divorce case. Mr. Gascoyne would inevitably have

shown me the door, whilst my chances with Miss

Gascoyne would have disappeared entirely. No, if I

could not give up so delirious a vice as Sibella it

behoved me to be very careful, and I think I can

flatter myself that Lionel never had the least sus-

picion. I suppose a guilty wife must always be in

dread of disclosing her secret in the hours of sleep,
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like the lady in the opera, but I don't think Sibella

was sufficiently disturbed by the consciousness of sin

to have her very sound slumbers interrupted.

I was jealous of her, and however much I might

upbraid myself for such a weakness I was unable to

control it. Woman-like, she very soon discovered the

fact, and I was somewhat at her mercy.

Sooner or later, she must inevitably learn all about

Miss Gascoyne's existence, and I was glad that Grahame
had broken the ice.

" She is very beautiful, is she not ?"

" I believe she is considered lovely."
" Then I can't understand your not having men-

tioned her."

There was a touch of asperity in Sibella's voice.

" Why should I mention her ?"

" Because as far as I can make out you are there

constantly."
" It is to my advantage to make myself agreeable

to Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne, and," I added hastily,

for I never appeared as acting from interested

motives more than I could help, "" I am very fond

of them."
" And very fond of Miss Gascoyne."

Sibella's was not the nature to exercise much control

over rising jealousy.
" What nonsense ! As far as that goes, you would

not have much to complain of if I were to marry Miss

Gascoyne."

She looked at me with frightened eyes.

"HI thought you meant that " she faltered.

" Well, you must remember that you and I might
have fulfilled our natural destiny and married."

Sibella laughed in a not altogether nice way.

16
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"That would have been a very pleasant arrangement.

We should have been so comfortably off, shouldn't

we !"

It gave me an advantage to pretend that it was a
cause of eternal grief to me that we were not married,

so I answered

:

" Well, I've no doubt we could have scraped along."
" Scraped along !" And she laughed again, but she

was not nearly so amused as I was at hearing myself

use such an expression. " I can't imagine either of us,

Israel, scraping along. We should have hated each

other in a week."

"We should never have done that, Sibella. We
have a sub-consciousness of each other's weaknesses,

and we know each other's good points better than

anyone else could. We should always love each other."
" I think, Israel, if I had not been so sure that you

loved me, I should not have risked marrying Lionel.

I could never have believed that good looks could bore

one so soon."
* I believe that good-looking people who are stupid

get on one's nerves sooner than plain people who are

stupid. The latter do feel that they must make an
effort. The former are supremely well contented, and
seldom take the trouble to make themselves agreeable."

" Lionel is not only stupid, he is a little vulgar."

Sibella's frank recognition of the faults of her be-

longings had always been in striking contrast to

Grahame's loyalty, which would allow no disparage-

ment of anyone he was allied to.

" I suppose we shall settle down one of these fine

days," continued Sibella. "We shall get tired of

scheming for interviews, and plotting and planning

our lives so as to make them fit with a secret."
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" My dear Sibella, I had no idea you were such a

philosopher. I thought your reflections never carried

you further than the moment."
" Oh, I didn't think it out myself. I read it in a

book, but I feel it to be true, all the same."
" You mean we shall tire of each other ?"

" Yes."
" Then we shall be tired of each other, and in that

condition of affairs there is no pain."

Sibella's two blue lakes—in which to those who could

read there swam any amount of moral fishiness

—

brimmed over.
" Don't talk like that, Israel. I do love you, although

you may not believe it. If I had known all I know
now about my feelings before I got married I do not

think I could have been induced to marry Lionel."

And she wept.

I took her in my arms and kissed the moist rose of

her lips and caressed her yellow hair. Most men
dislike seeing a woman in tears ; to the artist in romance
it has its value if he keep his real sympathies well in

the background.
" I should like to know the Gascoynes, Israel."

This had been inevitable. I had not the least wish

for Sibella and Edith to be made known to each other.

Not that in the case of such diverse characters there

was likely to be the least exchange of confidences, but

they were certainly better apart. I could not imagine

Miss Gascoyne approving of Sibella ; I could not con-

ceive Sibella understanding Miss Gascoyne, or thinking

her other than somewhat of a prig.

I betrayed not the least perturbation at her request,

however.
" Of course you must meet," I said, " but you know

Id—

2
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how I hate premeditated introductions. They are

never a success."

Sibella, woman-like, looked unconscious of any
reticence on my part on the subject, but I felt that she

suspected it. Well, she had been made aware of

Miss Gascoyne's existence in as tactful a manner as

possible.

" What would you do if I were to marry, Sibella ?"

This was a question I was very fond of asking her.

"I don't know ; it all depends on whom you married,

and whether you married for love, or
"

" Or interest, you mean. I could not do the former

very well, as I am in love with you, but you must admit

it would be foolish not to do the latter."

"I suppose there is something in marrying for love,"

said Sibella, a little gloomily.

"In the poorer classes I should think itmeant every-

thing. In the case of the well-to-do it is nothing like

so important."
" I thought I was in love with Lionel."
" Yes, Sibella, to do you justice I believe you did."
" And when I discovered that I was not it was too

late to draw back."

Like all people in love we derived a never-ending

pleasure from going backwards and forwards over the

whole psychological battle-ground of our romance.

Lionel was often out of the way. He aspired to

lead the life of a very smart young man indeed. He
confided to me that it was somewhat of a mystery

to him that in all the years he had been about town
he had only lately succeeded in getting into the par-

ticular set he desired to mix with. He was a member of

one or two extremely select clubs, although the absolute

holy of holies he could not enter, despite the fact that
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Sir Anthony was still as far off Sibella as he had ever

been—at least, such was my impression. The in-

fatuated baronet was prepared to thrust Lionel down
the throats of his most intimate circle.

Sir Anthony might have a curious pronunciation of

the Queen's English, which dispensed with final " g's,"

and clipped the majority of words in an altogether

surprising manner ; he might wear checks which to a

chess enthusiast would at once have suggested a

problem ; he might have a partiality for spats and
white bowlers ; he might even swear occasionally in the

presence of women, but in spite of all these things he

remained undeniably a gentleman ; for being a gentle-

man has nothing to do with grammar or morals. In

time a street urchin may acquire the one, and a Non-
conformist parson may have the other, but the fact

of being a gentleman resides in the individual's con-

sciousness. Therefore it is useless for those to whom
public companies and cheeses and cheap teas have

stood for the goose with the golden eggs to watch my
lord's peculiarities or the characteristics of even plain

John Brown, gentleman. They never can be gentle-

men. Their sons may. Their sons' sons surely will

be, but they themselves will feel conscious that they

are not the right article till their dying day. They
may be the best of fellows, the most upright of

men, the most polished of speakers, but they will

hear it whispered behind their backs every now and
then that " Hang it all, the man's not a gentleman,

you know !"

And I am convinced that had I, Israel Rank, been

completely a gentleman on both sides I could never

have penned the above snobbish paragraph. It is the

reticence of gentlemen, and their lack of statement
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of claim, that keeps up all the barriers and holds

democracy at bay.

Lionel Holland might have felt more secure if his

father had sent him to Eton and Oxford, which he

could well have afforded to do, but to old Mr. Holland

these were almost mythical places. Lionel himself

spoke with characteristic unkindness of his father

for not having done so. He was, fortunately for

himself, impervious to many slights and snubs which
would have driven a more self-respecting youth back
into his own circle.

When I had first advised him to go in for politics I

did not imagine the matter would have been so easily

arranged. Another and a cleverer man, equally rich,

might have waited for years for such an opportunity.

The seat he was selected to contest happened, however,

to be in that part of the country in which lay Sir

Anthony Cross's estate, and what with Sir Anthony's

own influence and the influence of the people around
with whom he was connected by ties of marriage or

of interest, he was practically able to secure Lionel's

election. If the latter had the least notion of Sir

Anthony's real motive for all this attention he was
evidently prepared to accept it, and laugh in his sleeve

at the fool who was carrying his pigs to such a bad
market. The son of the man who had risen to wealth

from the position of a street boy had plenty of shrewd
cunning, and could bide his time. Men of high and
noble honour and unstainable integrity do not make
fortunes, or at least very rarely, and the valuable

qualities of those who do are not as a rule lost in a

generation.



CHAPTER XVII

My affairs stood thus. I proposed to marry Miss

Gascoyne if I could, but I had no notion of breaking

with Sibella.

All this time I was closely debating which of the

obstacles in my way I should remove next.

There had been three Henry Gascoynes. The
youngest was gone. There remained two, and one of

them, nearly ninety, was scarcely worth considering.

He was hardly likely to marry, and if he did so

children were almost out of the question, although

I had not made myself acquainted with his physical

condition and method of life. He lived the existence

of a recluse on a miniature estate somewhere in

the lake district. None of the Gascoynes that I was
acquainted with had ever met him.

The remaining Henry Gascoyne was a parson and
a childless widower. He was sixty-two years of age.

His cure was in Lincolnshire, and one of the very

few livings still worth having. The eminently spiritual

method of selection practised by the Established

Church was testified to by the fact that the living

had been the gift of his wife's father, and the claims

of a curate who had done the work of the parish

for thirty years, representing the valetudinarian and
octogenarian vicar, had been passed over. Country

247
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livings are an appanage of family, not of church. Even
that good old-fashioned custom, however, is going

with the diminution in the value of tithes. It is no use

struggling to retain what is not worth having.

g| Henry Gascoyne must be my next victim if I were
not to play the coward and draw back, wasting so much
good work already done. The very " if " that entered

into my mind warned me that my nerve could not

endure for ever. I had thought the preservation of

nerve merely a question of self-control, but as I grew
older I realised that there were many and complex
human emotional developments in perpetual siege of

that valuable attribute.

One thing at a time, and as it would not be advisable

to try my luck with Miss Gascoyne just yet, I decided

to devote myself to inquiring into the affairs of the

Reverend Henry Gascoyne.

Each undertaking of the kind became more and more
difficult to manage. An introduction to the Reverend
Henry Gascoyne would tie my hands. My presence

on the occasion of a third Gascoyne dying a tragic

death might become the subject of remark, and once

the hue and cry was raised evidence might accumulate

rapidly enough, and, as is often the case, most unex-

pectedly. Even Ughtred Gascoyne's death might
become a support to suspicion, though there might
never be any direct proof that I had had a hand in it.

Indeed, it was prolonged reflection on this matter that

made me realise that my nerve was not an impregnable

fortress.

Still, I could not draw back. What duty is to many
people my ambition was to me. It had to be gone
through, though hell fire waited for me when it was
attained. It was not that I was incapable of rehearsing
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the penalties of failure, but that I realised that if once

I let my imagination loose among such possibilities

chaos would ensue.

I took down Crockford's and perused it. The
Reverend Henry Gascoyne had been ordained at

twenty-three. Evidently the valetudinarian rector was
on his last legs at the time, and it had been advis-

able to have his successor in readiness. On going

into the matter it turned out to be as I expected.

After spending two years as curate of a smart

West End church he had stepped into the living

of Lye.

Lye was in Lincolnshire. If I wished to discover

further particulars about my reverend cousin there

appeared to be no other way than by going down to

the village. I was not at the time quite as free as I

had been formerly. Mr. Gascoyne had grown to

expect me on Sundays, if not to lunch, to dinner,

and I think he considered it as somewhat of a slight

if I did not appear. I was looked upon as the son

of the house, and he certainly had a right to expect

something of a son's duty in return for the uniform

kindness he had shown me. Not that he was likely

to display resentment at my going out of town for a

day or two, but it would involve explanations, and
explanations involved deception, and deception in-

volved the danger of being found out. To say I was
going to one place when I was going to another meant
the possibility of being discovered, and so far I had
kept singularly clear of petty deception.

I decided that some friends in a humble walk of life

might be useful, and invented a family called Parsons,

the name suggested by the quarry I was hunting.

They had, I explained, been good to me when I was
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a poor lad at Clapham, and had now gone to live in

the country. To avoid committing myself I wrote

down every particular about them which I might be

questioned on, and learned them off by heart. I

introduced their name casually into the conversation

at dinner at the Gascoynes'.

Yes, I told them, in replying to questioning, there

was Mrs. Parsons and her son and a daughter. Mr.

Parsons was dead. His son had always loved the

country, and having inherited a small farm from an
uncle, he and his mother and sister had gone to live

on it. Was the daughter pretty ? I did not know.

I had not seen her for some years, and girls change so.

The son was the same age as I was. No, we had not

gone to the same school, and he did not know Grahame
Hallward. Our acquaintance had come of our living

near each other.

I changed the subject as soon as possible.

Soon after I found occasion to say that I had met
young Parsons in London, and that he had asked me
to go down and spend a few days at their farm near

Norwich. I felt the whole thing to be lamentably

clumsy. It would have been better to get to know
someone near Mr. Gascoyne's rectory, but it was done,

and as soon as I had finished with the Parsons family

I intended to ship them all off to Canada, where

there are as many farms as the imagination can

desire.

When I declared that I must accept their invitation,

or Mrs. Parsons and her children would be hurt, I fancy

Miss Gascoyne's face lighted. I was sure that she had
endowed me with all sorts of good qualities to which

I could lay no claim. She was touched at my con-

sideration for the Parsons' feelings. She was a woman
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incapable of giving love where she could not give

respect.

The world only knowing me through the medium of

a trial for murder has no doubt made up its mind that

anyone who could respect me must have been a very

bad judge of character. The world, however, is not

itself a very good judge of character. To man, his

fellow-creatures are as a rule divided into two classes,

viz. : the penny plain and twopence coloured. If Mr.

Brown has been found with Mr. Jones's wife, Mr.

Brown is a complete and wholly irreclaimable black-

guard. That he has been an honest citizen, an atten-

tive husband, and an irreproachable father hitherto

counts for nothing. These virtues only aggravate the

offence, inasmuch as they are show a by the nature of

his guilt to have been mere hypocrisies. Public ex-

posure is the real guilt in his fellow-men's eyes. The
old, old crime of being found out is the unforgivable

offence. They know in their hearts that he is rather

a fine fellow, that his slip is what might have happened
to any of them. They have probably some such little

liability still unpaid standing to their own account, but

this does not make them one whit the less severe in

judging their foolish fellow who has been discovered.

It is thus. A man who has been in the dock and has

been convicted loses the right to claim any virtues.

As for a man who has been convicted of murder

!

What can be said for him ? Just as he has been found
guilty of the crime the law holds most wicked, so must
he be capable of committing all those crimes which
murder is supposed to take precedence of.

Yet Miss Gascoyne was right, and the world was
wrong. She had seen the best side of me, and—at the

risk of appearing egotistical and conceited—there was
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much to respect in my character, especially as seen by
her, and it was by no means all spurious virtue. I

had a sound judgment. I was no snob, and I was not

only well read, but I had musical accomplishments,

which—strange in a woman of her birth and country

breeding—she did not despise. She deemed me loyal,

and so I was, with limitations. Above all, she loved

me—of that I was now sure—and everything I had
to show in the shape of goodness shone, as will do the

deeds of her lover in the eyes of woman. She took

a much truer view of my character than the public

have done so far. I was kind-hearted; this she had
discovered for herself, and, curiously enough, without

my putting the fact too obviously before her.

I already saw myself married to her, and I could not

help thinking of the importance it would give me in

the eyes of the world to have been accepted by the

beautiful Miss Gascoyne, who had refused almost the

finest match in England. People would hardly credit

it, and it certainly was necessary to know Miss Gas-

coyne in order thoroughly to understand her action.

I went on my visit to the imaginary Parsons family,

and when I returned was compelled to invent still

further details for Miss Gascoyne's benefit. She was
interested in everything I did, and asked all manner
of questions about them, down to minute details as to

what young Parsons grew most on his farm.
" Really," I laughed, " I didn't ask."
" That's not very like you, Mr. Rank. You

generally want to know everything. Your capacity

for picking up information has always surprised me."
" We were too occupied in talking over old times," I

answered, and the conversation was diverted to a good-

natured bantering on my inquisitive ways.
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I had, however, seen the Reverend Henry Gascoyne,

and had even heard him preach. The village of Lye lay

right out in the midst of the fens of Lincolnshire. In
the autumn—the time at which I visited it—it looked

well enough, but in the winter I should think it must
have been dreary beyond description. The village

itself clustered round the church, a fine old building

dating from about the year twelve hundred. It was
partly in ruin ; indeed, it was a question whether it

had ever really been completed. The interior depended
for its beauty on the design, for it had all the coldness

and inhospitable aspect of the average English country

church where the incumbent has been untouched by
the High Church movement. There was a Communion
Table which might have been anything, but for its

position, and a dusty Litany lay on the desk. The
walls were covered with memorials to the Hutchins,

the family of Mr. Gascoyne's wife, from whom he had
received the living.

There was a brand-new bronze tablet—somewhat of

a relief after the black-edged marble mementoes of the

rest of the Hutchins family—to the memory of Mary
Gascoyne, the beloved wife of Henry Gascoyne, in-

cumbent of the parish, with a space for the name of

the Reverend Henry when he should be carried, by
a power stronger than his own, from the comforts

of Lye Rectory to that land, the glories and happi-

nesses of which he expatiated upon every Sunday,

but which he was in no hurry to set out for.

The Reverend Henry was none of your new-fangled

parsons who carry the teachings of the New Testament

uncomfortably into private life. As for testing social

conditions from the Book of Books, it had never

entered his head. Christianity was an ideal, and you
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were to get as near to it as possible. As parson, the

only difference between himself and his parishioners

lay in the fact that it was incumbent upon him to

preserve a greater staidness of demeanour than the

neighbouring gentry. Not that he was nearly as staid

and solemn as his brother-in-law, Sir Robert Hutchins,

who sat in the family pew on Sunday mornings and
evenings, a monument of respectability and conven-

tion.

Neither, judging by the somewhat florid colour-

ing of his face, did the Reverend Henry hold with

temperance doctrines. Indeed, I heard that this

matter caused some dispute between him and Sir

Robert Hutchins, and that the brothers-in-law were

not on the best of terms. It pleased Sir Robert

Hutchins to hold a sort of informal service in the

village schoolroom every Sunday afternoon, when
those who were of a Methodistical turn of mind could

hold "forth and give addresses and so work off their

schismatic steam. Sir Robert was of opinion that the

Reverend Henry should have fallen into line with his

truly statesmanlike scheme, but the Reverend Henry
was in the habit of spending his Sunday afternoon with

his port, gazing sleepily from his long dining - room
windows across the pleasant Lincolnshire landscape,

and he informed his brother-in-law that he was not

sure that loyalty to the church would permit him to

sit and listen to the outpourings of Mr. Butt, the car-

penter, or Mr. Shingle, the village grocer ; and that a

really well thought out and carefully delivered sermon

was a greater strain than his brother-in-law had any
conception of: He declared that it very often took

the whole afternoon before his nerves had fully re-

covered from the effort. At this Sir Robert murmured
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something about clergymen being always so ready to

take care of those bodies which theytaught other people

to despise. Then the Reverend Henry grew mightily

offended, and replied with cutting sarcasm that he

knew that Nonconformity usually had a contempt for

the appointed ministers of the church, but that if his

brother-in-law wished to show his contempt he had
better withdraw to West Lye on Sundays, where there

was enough irreverent and blasphemous Psalm-singing

and taking of the Lord's name in vain to satisfy the

most egotistical of schismatics. But even when he

expressed himself in this highly independent and manly
fashion he was so completely the slave of convention

as to feel that it was highly improper for an incumbent

to be speaking to his patron in such a way ; the patron

of a living standing—in the sort of nebulous hierarchy

which he had constructed in his own head—somewhere
between the parson and the Deity.

All of this information I obtained at the village inn

from general conversation. It appeared to have been

conveyed to the community from the servants at the

Rectory and the Hall, and had evidently lost nothing

in the telling.

I attended the service, and saw my reverend cousin

for the first time. I am bound to say I rather liked

him, in spite of the suggestion of good living in his

face. He looked frank and honest. He conducted

the service in a nice, gentlemanly way, and preached

an exceedingly good sermon on scandal and tale-

bearing. There appeared, from the knowing looks of

the parishioners, to have been some special scandal of

late in the village, for everyone glanced at his neigh-

bour as much as to say, " I hope this will be a lesson

to you for the term of your natural life."
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I seated myself behind a pillar so that I could get a

good view of the parson when he was not looking, and
could disappear from sight when his gaze wandered
in my direction.

The service over, Mr. Gascoyne retired through the

Rectory garden in the company of a lady and a young
girl, who I afterwards learned were his sister and her

daughter. He was a great sportsman and an excellent

shot, but I suppose in deference to his cloth he drew
the line at eating the game he killed. From what I

could gather I should think he was quite alive to the

humour of this inconsistency.

I wandered about the churchyard and watched the

verger lock the great doors and shuffle out of the wicket

gate across the dusty road to his cottage. A silence

descended over the village. As I walked round and
round the church, pretending to be absorbed in the

gravestones, I was racking my brains for some means
of carrying out my design on the estimable cleric who
was at that moment sitting down to roast mutton and
claret as a preliminary to his afternoon port.

Two schemes arose in my brain simultaneously. At
the west end of the church there were some ruined

arches, which were no doubt the ruins of the unfinished

north and south transept. I looked at them with

interest. The stonework was crumbling woefully, and
it would not be a very difficult matter to detach a

brick. The decaying masonry also suggested that it

would be easy to climb to the top of the arch, where

there was a buttress, the shadow of which might at

night furnish absolute concealment to anyone bold

enough to scale it. A large stone thrown accurately

on the head of anyone passing beneath it would be

almost bound to kill. It was a risky proceeding.
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Anyone coming from a certain part of the village

would inevitably use the short cut, and pass under

the arch on the way to the Rectory. How was I to

know, however, when the Reverend Henry was likely

to pass that way, especially as from all accounts he

very seldom went out at night ? It seemed as if I

should have to give this idea up. I had to consider

also that the arch would be by no means a very

pleasant thing to climb, and that it might come to

the ground under my weight. The risks of the stone

not falling on the right spot were also great. On the

other hand, it would be sure to look like an accident.

The other method was suggested by my seeing the

vestry window open. Looking in, the first thing that

struck my eye was a table by the window, on which

were a bottle and glass. They had stood at the

preacher's right hand during the sermon, and the

Reverend Henry had more than once had recourse to

them. Was it. possible to doctor the water ? The
Rector would at least have a dramatic death in the

pulpit. I could not help smiling at the idea of his

tumbling down the pulpit steps in the midst of one of

his most eloquent periods. It was worth thinking out.

There was no more to be done at the moment, and
as I did not wish to become well known in the village

I returned to London.

The next time I went into the district I intended

to stay at a small place some distance off, and use my
bicycle.

On my arrival in town I was compelled, as I have

said, to give a minute account of the establishment of

the imaginary Parsons.

Sibella was also anxious to know why she had not

seen me for three whole days, but I evaded her ques-
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tions, and did not let myself in for a repetition of the

Parsons inventions.

About this time I was, through no wish of mine,

introduced to Lord and Lady Gascoyne. They had,

since Miss Gascoyne's arrival in South Kensington,

called every now and then on Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne,

and had, I believe, taken a great fancy to the house-

hold. Lady Gascoyne, dark, brilliantly pretty—the

word beautiful would have been out of place—was
an American of very questionable birth, and had
recognised at once the real breeding that characterised

her husband's unpretentious relations. She was very

anxious for Miss Gascoyne to visit them. Would they

not all come to Hammerton ? Lord Gascoyne warmly
seconded the invitation. Miss Gascoyne excused her-

self on the ground of mourning. Lady Gascoyne had
herself lost a brother, and her eyes filled. He had
been her father's joy and hope. It was for him the

money had been made. She would not have been so

rich if darling Louis had been alive, but she would
willingly give up all her fortune if it could bring him
back. I am afraid that if poor Louis had not died

and left his sister sole heiress it was hardly likely that

she would have been Lady Gascoyne. But they

appeared to be a devoted couple, and she talked almost

incessantly of the little Viscount Hammerton, and
Lord Gascoyne himself talked of the child a great

deal. Mrs. Gascoyne, although the most delightful

woman imaginable, was, after all, of bourgeois extrac-

tion, and was somewhat impressed by the Earl and
his lady. She invariably gave me detailed accounts

of their visits, and was hoping that Mr. Gascoyne

would accept the invitation to Hammerton. Lady
Gascoyne was going to bring little Lord Hammerton to
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see her. At this Mrs. Gascoyne's eyes filled with tears,

thinking of her own boy, and I suppose I ought to

have felt uncomfortable.

We were all sitting peacefully one Sunday afternoon

not making the least effort to entertain one another, the

surest sign of a perfect community of feeling. Mr. and
Mrs. Gascoyne were dozing on each side of the fire. I

was reading a book, and Miss Gascoyne was writing

letters, when Lord and Lady Gascoyne were announced.
" And I've brought Simmy," said Lady Gascoyne,

placing a bundle of lace in Mrs. Gascoyne's arms. " Our
engagements for the afternoon fell through, so we
thought we would run over and see if you were in.

Very rude, isn't it ?"

Mrs. Gascoyne was holding Simeon, Viscount

Hammerton, to her bosom. She was a woman who
had been destined by nature to be the mother of many
children. There is no mistaking the woman who is

above all things a mother when she has a child in her

arms. She cannot assume anything in the way of

attitude which is not protective.

Mr. Gascoyne introduced me, and with characteristic

good taste made no mention of my being a distant

cousin. I fancy when Mrs. Gascoyne said, " Israel,

come and admire the baby," Lord Gascoyne looked

a little perplexed, as if it were a surprise to hear the

name out of Petticoat Lane. I went over, and was
presented to Lady Gascoyne.

She gave me a little bow, very courteous, very

distant, full of that exaggerated reserve assumed by
American women who have matched themselves with

a great position.

" I do not suppose you are interested in children,"

she said.
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" On the contrary, I love them, don't I, Mrs.

Gascoyne ?"

" Mr. Rank adores them, Lady Gascoyne. He
positively rains coppers on poor children."

This was perfectly true. How far my interest went
beyond delight in their beauty I cannot say. I some-

times wonder how anyone can love anything but

children. Their delicacy and sweetness are so exquisite

compared to the faded or grosser beauty of their

elders.

I held out my arms, and to Lady Gascoyne's great

surprise took the child with perfect confidence from
Mrs. Gascoyne. I fancy Lady Gascoyne was somewhat
alarmed, but, mother-like, could not help feeling

flattered. As for Simeon, Lord Hammerton, he held

out a little fat hand, and clutched a piece of my cheek

cooing wildly. I walked up and down the room whilst

the ladies laughed.
" By Jove," said Lord Gascoyne, " that is more than

I care to do, Marietta. I am afraid he has marked
ybur cheek, Mr. Rank."

" Oh, that is nothing."
" We shall never get to the end of your abilities,"

smiled Miss Gascoyne.
" What a splendid father you will make," laughed

Lady Gascoyne, and she held out her arms to the

child, but as I placed him in them his infant lordship

set up a shrill cry, which was immediately subdued
when I took him again and resumed my promenade
with him.

There was a chorus of astonishment.
" Really," said Lady Gascoyne, " I shall have to

engage you as nurse, or are you mesmerising Simeon ?

Is he mesmerising you then, darling ?"
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His lordship did not condescend to answer, but lay

in my arms gazing at her placidly. He dozed off, and I

returned him to his mother. He woke up, however,

as they left, and held out his arms to me to be

taken.
" I shall always believe that you are a mesmerist,"

laughed Lady Gascoyne, as she said good-bye.

And thus it came about that I was introduced to

Lord Gascoyne, and had to make my plans accordingly.

I began to think it very hard that none of the family

would die off naturally. It was really surprising how
many people there were to get rid of, and on paper

they had seemed so few.

I had by this time made up my mind that if oppor-

tunity occurred to propose to Miss Gascoyne I would

do so. I had received so many proofs of her liking

for me that I had come to the conclusion that I might

just as well try my luck now as wait. The evening of

Lord and Lady Gascoyne's visit furnished the oppor-

tunity. It was after dinner, and Mr. and Mrs.

Gascoyne were dozing over the fire. Miss Gascoyne

and I had retreated to the billiard-room, where I sat

and smoked cigarettes, while she worked and talked

to me. I was always very much at ease in her

company. The dignified repose which she emanated
was eminently to my liking. It was certainly a great

contrast to the electrically charged atmosphere of

Sibella's society.

" I am afraid I shall not know how to leave my aunt

and uncle," she said. " They grow nervous at the

mere idea."
" Is there any need why you should leave them ?" I

asked.
fc<

Well, of course I am very devoted to them, but
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at the same time I think I am of rather an inde-

pendent nature."
"You mean that you would prefer an establishment

of your own ?"

" Well, yes, you see I have been spoilt. I have
tasted freedom. Of course it will be difficult to

explain to my aunt and uncle that I am quite devoted

to them, that I am perfectly happy here, and yet that

I want to set up my own house."

I laughed.

"Yes, it will be rather difficult, although at the same
time I perfectly understand what you mean."

" I suppose it seems unnatural for a single woman to

want a place of her own ; at any rate, until she's thirty."

" It doesn't run in the blood. A bachelor takes a

private apartment, a spinster goes and lives in a

boarding-house . '

'

"I am afraid it is quite true," she answered, laughing,

and then, with that perfect frankness about her sex

which was one of her characteristics, she added, " But
we spinsters—at least, that is, the poor ones—have to

get ourselves husbands. It is potential matrimony
that fills the boarding-house."

" You consider matrimony a woman's vocation ?" I

asked.
" I do." And she looked grave.

My heart beat a little faster. I had made up my
mind to put the question. I continued :

" And do you
think marriages are happier if based on a community
of interests or on a passionate attachment ?"

She looked at me honestly.
" I think," she answered, " it is as impossible to

generalise about marriage as about other things. It

only leads to false conclusions. Of this, however, I
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am sure—if, when the flush of passion is past the

interests of husband and wife he apart, their chance of

happiness cannot be very great. Don't you agree ?"

I did agree, and embroidered her conclusions with

even stronger argument. I was never cynical if I

could help it with Miss Gascoyne ; it made her un-

comfortable, and she had once told me that she believed

all cynics were rogues with a white feather. At least,

she had read so somewhere, and it had struck her as

being true.

I went on to the discussion of romance. I talked

vaguely of men who had loved women infinitely above

them.
" Even," I ended, " as I love you, have always loved

you, shall always love you. I suppose I ought to have

kept silence, but I believe you are generous enough not

to be angry with me for wishing you to know how much
I value you above all other women."

I turned away apparently overcome, and watched

the effect of my speech in a looking-glass.

She was very moved, and her eyes filled with tears.

"Why should you not tell me ?" she murmured, after

a pause. From my point of vantage I could see in her

face that my cause was a winning one.
" I ought not to have told you. I have hardly a

shilling in the world. I owe everything to Mr. Gas-

coyne, whilst you " I broke off.

" Do you think women only value love when it is

accompanied by worldly advantage ? Surely you are

doing us an injustice. Won't you believe ?"

I turned on her eagerly. Really, now I come to

think over the whole scene, I must confess I played

it uncommonly well. I was of course in love with her.

She did not rouse fire and passion in me as Sibella did,
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but I was certainly in love. At the same time, I had
none of the modest views about myself to which I had
pretended, and it is decidedly difficult to play a half

genuine love affair with the tongue in the cheek.

I was somewhat afraid to take her in my arms ; she

had always been so very stately, but I was surprised

at the abandon with which she gave herself to me. It

was only for a moment, however ; the natural dignity

of the woman reasserted itself.

" What on earth will they say ?"

" I don't think they will mind
;
they will only be

surprised."

I did not think Mr. Gascoyne would be at all annoyed,

but I had a sort of idea that Mrs. Gascoyne would not

be pleased.
" Shall we tell them ?"

I knew that she was a woman who would demand
courage from the man she loved even in little things.

"Why not ?" I said.

So we walked into the drawing-room, and I said

boldly :
" Edith has promised to be my wife."

Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne, awaked from their after-

dinner slumber, gazed at us in astonishment.

Mrs. Gascoyne's face said as plainly as words could

have done, * What, refuse Mr. Hibbert-Wyllie, and
accept Israel Rank

;
why, what are you thinking of V

Mr. Gascoyne looked from one to the other several

times before he spoke, saying finally, as he took her

hands in his :
" My dear, if I had thought of it at all I

should have thought that you were the woman to

prefer love and the approval of your own conscience

to rank and wealth."

Mrs .*"Gascoyne, woman-like, could not forgive an
event of the heart which she had not foreseen.
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"Of course you know your own affairs best, but "

She paused, evidently changing her mind, and, being

one of the sweetest women in the world, rose, and
kissing Edith, said :

" My dear, I hope you will both

be very happy, and, after all, as Mr. Gascoyne says,

position and wealth are not everything."

I think the dear lady derived a certain satisfaction

from the idea that our quartet would not be broken up.

Certain it was that her rancour, if it could be called by
such a harsh name, was short lived, and she entered

into our schemes very heartily.

The next morning at the office Mr. Gascoyne called

me into his private room.
" My wife and I have been talking things over, and

we think it just as well that you should be told our

intentions towards you. I hope this business will be

yours one day, and I am sure there is no one we should

wish to benefit more by what we have to leave than

Edith's and your children."

I stammered out my thanks, for I was really moved,
and for a moment could not help thinking of the son

he had hoped would succeed him.



CHAPTER XVIII

But I had to tell Sibella.

I looked forward to this task with little relish. I

had never seen her in a really bad temper, but I was
certain that she could be violent. That was not all.

She might break off our little affair, and my heart

almost stopped beating as I thought of the possibility.

It was essential, however, that I should tell her before

she learned it from anyone else. A woman can always

bear unpleasant news from the man she loves.

I found her alone and in a bad temper, complaining

loudly of her woes. She was being dunned for some
bills Lionel knew nothing about. They were living

too extravagantly, she declared. They knew far too

many rich people. Why were old Mr. and Mrs.

Holland such a long time dying ? She did not suppose

for one moment they enjoyed their life. How could

they ?

She then wanted to know almost fiercely why I was
not rich. I ought to pay some of her debts. It was
only fair. Other people made money, why could not I ?

I explained that I was doing my best—that on the

whole I did not think I had done badly, and that I

thought I should do better as time went on.

That was just it, she retorted, with some attempt

at wit, time did go on.

266
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I explained with almost brutal frankness—for the

sooner she knew the longer time I should have in which
to conciliate her—that I proposed to marry money in

the person of Miss Gascoyne.

I was quite right ; Sibella could be violent. At first

she did not believe me ; then with white, quivering

lips she implored me to tell her it was not true. She
was sorry she had been angry. She would retract

everything she had said if I would only tell her that

it was not true. It was intensely flattering to me to

see how acutely she suffered. Most certainly the days

of misery I had endured for her sake were amply
avenged. I explained as gently as I could that it

was necessary for my welfare that I should marry.

It was such a chance as might not come again, and
after all it need not make the least difference to us

—although on this point I was in my own mind by
no means sure. I saw looming up on the far distant

horizon a very unpleasant and nerve-testing state of

things.

Poor Sibella realised with feminine quickness that

the woman who has the man in her house, and who,
figuratively speaking, washes, cooks, and cleans up for

him, stands the best chance of securing his heart

—

that part of a man's body being inextricably bound up
with other and less romantic organs. Indeed, there

is a community of dependence on the same flow of

blood, and an identity of relation to the same scheme of

physical machinery, which renders the fact inevitable.

She realised the possibilities involved in my having

children, and in the mutual interests which were sure

to draw us together more and more as time went on.

As a consequence of these deductions, she wept dismally.

She was not philosophic enough to reckon with my
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plurality of disposition. As a woman, she might be
forgiven for not being able to do so. Neither was she

philosophical enough to reckon with the time when
she would look back with amazement on that period

when my presence meant a certain ecstasy, a solution

which nearly always comes about if two people do not
bind their lives together by a material interest, or that

more iron bond, usage. It is profitable to the man
who wishes to live by reason and not by mere feeling

to reflect how many millions of the couples who think

themselves indispensable the one to the other would
have got on perfectly well with somebody else. If

Mrs. Brown had married Mr. Jones, would she not
say in later years, if she met Mr. Brown in the street

:

—" Fancy that old frump having made love to me !"

The sentimentalist fancies she would still look at Mr.

Brown with romantic eyes ; not a bit of it. She would
entirely have forgotten how very slim his waist had
been, how very bright his eye. Believe me, we are

not the individuals we think ourselves to be, but are

fish swimming in a sea of condition and circumstance

of which we all partake necessarily as we do of the air,

the food, the ground beneath our feet, the whole world

around us. Brown, Jones, and Robinson are much the

same people, and the differentiation is largely illusory.

Poor Sibella passed from pleading to violence. If I

did not at once break off my engagement she would
know how to act. Lionel should know all, and if he
turned her out she would insist on coming to me.
The idea of Sibella's worldly soul playing ducks and
drakes with her prosperity in that way out of mere
revenge made me smile. Very well, I could smile, but
we should see. Miss Gascoyne should know how I

had betrayed my friend's wife. I looked at her in
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surprise, and she corrected herself ; if Lionel was not

my friend, Grahame was, and to betray your friend's

sister was just as bad as betraying your friend's wife.

As Sibella had no morals whatever on the subject,

this was all very amusing. My amusement, which I

could not wholly conceal, enraged her. People should

know me for what I was, she declared. There had
always been something about me that she did not like,

had never liked, even when I was a boy. She had always
suspected me of being a fraud in some way or other.

This made me curious, and I encouraged her to go

on. It was as well to know what lay at the back of

Sibella's mind, especially if it were not very flattering

to what I had believed to be my powers of conceal-

ment, but after all a woman with whom one has an
illicit love affair sees the worst side of one. I had no

fear of Sibella telling Miss Gascoyne. She might in

a round-about way try and injure me in the latter's

eyes, but I did not think she was likely to go further.

It was a trying scene, however. No man likes to

see a woman whom he loves suffer, and Sibella dis-

played a quite extraordinary amount of resentment,

considering that physical jealousy cannot in the nature

of things be as strong a passion with woman as with man.
" You will kiss her, and make love to her," she

moaned.
" My sweetheart," I murmured, taking her in my

arms, " you know perfectly well that I do not love

anyone in the wide world as well as I do you—but just

think what this marriage will do for me."
" I have sacrificed so much for you, Israel ; you

might at least sacrifice something for me."
" My darling, I will make any sacrifice that you can

show me is necessary."
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" This is the end of everything between us, you will

see. I shall never be happy again."

She was softening ; the danger was over. I pointed

out that she had made the marriage she wanted to ;

she might at least allow me the same privilege.

" I did not know that I was in love with you," she

whimpered.

I reasoned with her in the most winning way. I

would send her a little French novel, one of the most
philosophical works I had ever read, although pre-

sented as the lightest of fiction, a pill coated like a

sugar-plum. In it there were two people who had
loved each other all their lives, and kept their romance
evergreen because they did not marry. Marriage

spoilt so many things. It was the microscope turned

oh to the apparently limpid waters of romance. It

showed a mass of horrid, swirling, swimming, ugly

things that there was no need to see. Why use a

microscope ? She must have learned the evil of the

matrimonial microscope from Lionel. Delusions were
as good as realities if one were consistent. If we had
been rich we might have married each other. There-

fore, poverty knew what was best for us, and had been

our most sincere friend.

I think I left her pacified ; at least, to the extent

of not being dangerous. Lionel came in, and I was
obliged to go.

I was compelled of course to spend a great deal of

time at South Kensington. Edith was radiantly

happy, and her romance had brought something into

her face which it had hitherto lacked. I was very

proud of her. Poor Sibella, who had seen her at some
public function, had evidently not expected anything

so beautiful, for she declared that I must surely love
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so exquisite a creature better than herself. As a matter

of fact, Miss Gascoyne's beauty, although of a higher

type, was not so dazzling as Sibella's, and I could

honestly say, " One admires Miss Gascoyne, but one does

not love her," which had a very good effect on Sibella.

It was put authoritatively, and it convinced her.

I was now the son of the house at the Gascoynes',

and there was Satanic humour in the situation. I

moved among all these good people as in some measure

a substitute for the dead young man. Where ignor-

ance is bliss 'tis folly to be wise, is true sometimes,

and what did it matter to them if I were responsible

for the son's death ? How could it affect my filial

attitude, providing they remained in ignorance ?

Mr. Gascoyne doubled my salary, and introduced

me to the employes of the firm as his successor.

He began by degrees to leave the management of

affairs to me, and he did well, for he had grown just a
little old-fashioned, and the business certainly im-

proved under my care ; in fact, it regained ground
which it had lost.

About this time I had another piece of good fortune.

It was not much, but such as it was it was encouraging.

Old Henry Gascoyne died, leaving only the parson

between me and the main branch—of course, with the

exception of my benefactor, Mr. Gascoyne.

Lord and Lady Gascoyne called in person to con-

gratulate us on our engagement. They welcomed
me as cousin, and asked us all to Hammerton for

Christmas. Lady Gascoyne wanted to revive the good
old-fashioned Yule-tide. As she justlyobserved, '

*What
is the use of having an old-fashioned hall if you don't

use it as such ?"
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Miss Gascoyne and I were to be married the follow-

ing spring. Why people who want to get married and
are in a position to get married don't do so at once I

cannot understand. I fancy Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne
would have liked us to live with them, but we reso-

lutely declined to accept any hints on the subject, and
they were quite generous-minded enough to see the

justice of our objection. At the same time, they re-

garded the departure of Edith from under their roof

with no little gloom.

Miss Gascoyne insisted on settling half her income

on me. " I might," she said, laughing, " become weak-
minded, or go off with some one else, and it is only fair

that you should not run the chance of being worse off."

I protested, but on this point she was firm. If she

had not done this of her own accord, I think I should

have found some means to suggest that she should ;

for if a man marries money he lives in greater style

than he would otherwise have done, and it is not fair

that he should be left at the mercy of his wife in the

event of their parting, or should his own capacity for

earning a living be impaired.

With Hammerton mine by right of descent, and

Edith, beautiful and stately, my wife and Countess, I

should be on equal terms with the great people of the
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land. It would obviously be stupid, therefore, to stay

my hand, and remain as I was. Lady Gascoyne might

have more children, and my task might grow more
and more difficult as years went on. At present I was
devoting myself entirely to the removal of the Reverend
Henry. He, poor gentleman, continued to imbibe his

Sunday afternoon port and eat game he had not shot

himself, all unconscious of the kind friend who was
bent on hastening his reunion with the wife whose loss

he so deplored. Indeed, I had justification for what
I contemplated, inasmuch as the bronze tablet to her

memory declared that his chief joy and hope lay in

the prospect of their meeting, though he no doubt
philosophically reflected that the union was not likely

to be less joyful for being delayed a few years.

I had decided to give up the idea of launching decay-

ing masonry at the poor old gentleman's head. A few

experiments in this direction taught me that I could

not trust to my accuracy of aim. I abandoned the

project with a good deal of reluctance, because if suc-

cessful it would have been quite free from any danger

of detection.

There remained the poisoning of his glass of water.

How to get at it was the question.

My plans were largely facilitated by the departure

of Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne for Italy, taking Edith with

them. They had long wished to make a habit of

evading the English winter, which agreed with neither

of them. They had intended to do so the following

year, leaving the business entirely in my hands, but

the doctor suddenly ordered Mrs. Gascoyne south.

She and her husband wished to leave Miss Gascoyne
behind, but I declined to hear of such a thing. I

was only too glad to have her out of London for the
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winter. She, on her part, directly she discovered that

Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne wished her to accompany them,

insisted on going.
" Israel and I will see quite enough of each other

after next spring,' ' she said laughingly, in reply to

their remonstrances.

They departed early in October and I was left free

to carry out my plans. They intended to be away
seven months, and I was to join them at Christmas on
the Riviera. The arrangement had another good point.

Sibella was delighted at the prospect of a long winter

with me all to herself.

The first Saturday after the Gascoynes' departure I

went down to Lincolnshire. It was an Indian summer,
and as balmy as June. My sensations were very

different from those which the moral reader will no

doubt think ought to have animated the mind of a

murderer. They were entirely exhilarating and happy,

and the pleasant Lincolnshire landscape with the sunlit

emerald of its far-stretching flats, intersected by the

glistening silver threads of canals, filled me with the

delight in Nature which only a thoroughly artificial

mind can feel. It may seem odd, but I was genuinely

appealed to by the quaint, brown barges with their

gay notes of colour in green and red, the trampling

horses and the towing-line hauled taut, the jerseyed

helmsman alternately blowing at his pipe and whistling

a tune. These things I loved as much as the veriest

Cockney artist let loose for the first time among the

joys of Nature with a sketch-book.

I was in a curious mood for one whose mission was
death, and when I caught sight of the tower of Lye
Church above the stately elms which were swaying in

the fresh October breeze I felt almost sentimental. It
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was not my intention to stay there, however, and I

passed Lye Station and alighted some three or four

miles further on at a place called Cumber. Here
there was a very comfortable little inn, almost an
hotel.

After dark I walked over to Lye, and hung round
the comfortable Rectory. Once I ventured a few

paces on to the lawn, whence I could see the Rector

at dinner with his sister and niece. They appeared

to live prodigiously well, and it was very diverting to

watch their gestures and the process of mastication as

they devoured something they particularly liked, or

to observe the Rector say something over his shoulder

to the butler, who immediately hurried forward to fill

his master's glass.

I could not help reflecting that the silver candle-

sticks, the gilt-framed pictures on the walls, the

elaborate dishes, the obsequious servants, were the

appanage of one who had given a special undertaking

to imitate Christ and do His work by example. I was
even led into some no doubt highly foolish and
irreverent reflections as to which of us was the greater

criminal—I, who at any rate told no lies to myself, or

this polished, good-natured hypocrite who had never

tested a single action by His teaching.

The meal over, the ladies left the room. Apparently

no social convention was omitted in this house of

spiritual direction. When the butler had placed a box
of cigars on the table, and filled his master's glass, he
also withdrew, and the Reverend Henry lit a cigar,

and, leaning back in his chair, half closed his eyes in

ecstatic enjoyment. At this point a step scrunched on
the gravel path, and then there was a ring at the front-

door bell. In another minute or two a gentlemanly-
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looking curate was shown into the room. He was
evidently an embryo Reverend Henry, and he was
cordially waved to a seat. From the way he filled his

glass and accepted the proffered cigar he was none of

your blue-ribboned, fasting weeds. Indeed, it is not to

be supposed that the comfortable Rector would have

tolerated such an one in his parish. On reflection, I

think, perhaps, that I must admit to being the greater

criminal of the two, for he had the merit of being

unconscious.

Later, the Rector and his curate left the dining-room

and passed into the drawing-room, from which there

had already proceeded the sounds of a piano. A
nocturne by Chopin came to an abrupt ending as the

two men entered. Tea was then brought in—the

taking of tea instead of coffee after dinner always seems

to vouch for the respectability and antiquity of a

family, recalling the traditions of piquet and spadille.

The curate then warbled ' The Message ' in a by
no means unfinished way. Mr. Gascoyne's niece

played his accompaniments, and the two older people

slept right through half a dozen of his performances,

only awaked by the percussion of a sudden silence.

This was all very entertaining, but was not helping

me much, though it was no doubt convenient to be

acquainted with details of life at the Rectory.

The next morning I again walked over to Lye, and
wandered about the churchyard during the service.

This proceeding did not help me more than my prowl

of the previous evening had done.

Through a window I could see the interior of the

church, the preacher in the pulpit, and the glass at his

right-hand. I was coming to the conclusion that

poisoning the glass would be the only way, and the idea
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received an unexpected impetus. Years before, when
my great idea had first taken possession of me, I had
provided myself with digitalis in powder form. Anxious

to discover whether its effects remained, and nervous

of seeking the requisite information, I had bought a

small dog from a man in Piccadilly. It was a dog of no

particular breed, with a blue ribbon tied round its

neck to suggest how eminently suited it was to a

boudoir existence. I had taken the little thing to

Qapham—the proceeding cost me a pang, for I am
very fond of animals, and its eyes were like Sibella's

—

and had experimented, with the result that the little

creature was at this moment lying buried in the back
garden. If I could smear some of the powder on the

glass before the Reverend Henry motfhted the pulpit

I might accomplish my design.

I returned to town to think it over.

The next week I went down, and put up at a different

village, so that my aimless visits might not attract

attention.

I arrived on Saturday, and early on Sunday morning
strolled into Lye Church. It was empty. The October

sun shone through the uncoloured panes, flooding the

building with a cheerful light, while here and there the

one or two stained-glass windows threw variegated

patches of colour across the worn stone and worm-
eaten pews. I sat down, and listened intently to make
sure whether anyone was about. After a few minutes

of utter silence I went up to the chancel, and glanced

casually towards the vestry. The door was open, and
I peeped in. It was empty, and on the table stood

the bottle and glass. In a few seconds I had sprinkled

the glass with fine powder from a small phial.

I regained the churchyard without meeting a soul.
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Of course, the plan might very possibly miscarry.

The verger might wash the glass. The Rector might

not use it. The curate might preach and not the

Rector. I considered, however, that my luck had
been so good that there might be a special dispensation

of fortunate events in my favour. I met the verger

as I passed through the churchyard, a fussy little man
with side whiskers and an abnormal nose, which looked

as if it had been specially designed for being poked into

other people's business. His air of importance was
quite grotesque, and he was a byword in the village for

curiosity. Even as I passed he stopped a small boy
on his way through the churchyard with a covered

dish.

" What have you got there, Freddy Barling ?"

" Mutton, Mester Voller."

"With taters?"
" Yus, Mr. Voller."

Having obtained his information with some degree

of tact and suavity he became stern.

"And for why are yer carryin' roast mutton through

God's acre, Freddy Barling ?"

At the change of tone Freddy Barling gazed at the

belligerent whiskers in speechless terror, seized with

an awful fear that the family roast mutton and taters

were about to be confiscated.

" Go round by the road, Freddy Barling, and don't

blaspheme against God's acre with profane food."

Freddy Barling hurried away, only too thankful at

having rescued the Sunday dinner. The conscientious

Mr. Voller pursued his way into the church, pausing

at the door to take a view of the graveyard flooded with

sunlight. He was no doubt reflecting on the pleasant

spot in which he had been permitted to live, and
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the good seed he had planted in Freddy Barling's

conscience.

I lingered about the churchyard. Mr. Voller was
probably dusting the litany and the Rector's Bible,

and setting such things as he had not arranged over

night in order. Presently the villagers began to pass

across the churchyard path. There was not much
greeting interchanged beyond a ' good-morning ' or

two. The gossiping came after the service. I went
into the church, and sat down in a secluded corner and
waited for the service to begin. Time went on, and
there was no sign of the Rector or curate. Presently

the curate with a very white face emerged from the

vestry, and going up to a stout, comfortable woman
in a front pew spoke to her in a whisper, and they passed

out of the west door into the churchyard.

Suddenly a piercing shriek came through the window.

The congregation sprang to their feet. What on earth

was the matter ? Old Mr. Crabbs, the solicitor, after

gazing around hesitatingly for a few moments, hurried

out, followed at short intervals by the whole congre-

gation. I was one of the last, and was in time to see

Mrs. Voller being led through the wicket-gate at the

end of the churchyard by the curate and the Rector.

I quite saw what had happened. Most probably,

from the mere instinct of meddling, Mr. Voller had
drunk out of the glass, and had as a consequence

departed on this pleasant Sunday morning for a better

land. By degrees the whole congregation, with many
Sabbath-breakers from the village street corners, were

crowded round the vestry door.
" Annie, take your little brother and sister for a

walk," said one lady, who was evidently bent on seeing

as much of the fun as possible herself.
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" What has happened ?" I asked of a bystander.
" They do say as Mr. Voller 'ave 'ad a fit and died,

and the doctor be examinin' 'im now."

In a few minutes an individual whom I took to be

the doctor appeared at the vestry door.

"Will some of you run and fetch a stretcher and help

to carry him home V*
" Vs dead, then, doctor ?"

" I am afraid so."

" 'ave'e 'ad a fit?"
4< Heart disease, I think,' answered the doctor,

gravely.

Full of importance, several young men hastened off

for the stretcher, and in their hurry to oblige became
jammed at the wicket-gate.

The whole thing was a very serious annoyance to

me, and I walked off across the fields in a high state of

indignation with the departed Mr. Voller.

That such a nobody should have been allowed to

obstruct the workings of a great policy was irritating. I

only hoped that it would be a lesson to Mr. Voller in

his progress through the underworld to be less

inquisitive.

I grew more and more indignant with the shade of

that estimable gentleman as the day went on.

I walked over to Lye again in the evening, when the

Rector preached a sermon on the instability of human
hopes. He alluded to the late Mr. Voller with much
feeling. From the gossip in the churchyard after

service I gathered that the doctor had quite made up
his mind that death was due to heart disease.

This was fortunate, but Mr. Voller had spoilt my
plans.

I returned to London disconsolate. If there should
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be the least suspicion that Mr. Voller had been poisoned

things might become very complicated. Although it

was quite improbable that I should be suspected, it

would be too risky to attempt the same procedure

again. It was impossible not to be amused at poor

Mr. Voller's ill fortune. When the humour of the

affair got the better of my irritation I laughed

heartily.

I did not learn the result of the inquest for two or

three weeks afterwards. When I ventured into the

neighbourhood again I was intensely relieved to find

that a verdict had been returned in accordance with

my expectations. Mr. Voller was a most respected

character, and the only people who might be expected

to bear him a grudge were the small boys who mis-

behaved themselves in church.

If it struck anyone to wonder what a half empty
glass of water was doing there they no doubt came to

the conclusion that, feeling faint, Mr. Voller had poured

it out to drink.

It was now the Rector's turn. I began to feel quite

annoyed with the old gentleman. He was giving me
a great deal of trouble, whilst if he had gone off at the

right moment I should have been on the best of terms

with his memory. Things were made more difficult

by Sibella, who was a hard mistress to serve, and who
took leave to suspect my reasons for going out of

town so constantly. She had had a strange instinct

about me from the moment she had surrendered. She
vaguely felt that something was wrong, although she

had not the slightest idea where to look for it. I

was obliged to warn her that jealousy will fatigue

passion sooner or later.

It was late in November before I ventured again into
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the vicinity of Lye. Armed with my small phial of

digitalis I spent one or two week-ends in the district

without other results than a little more private infor-

mation about Mr. Gascoyne's home life. It was the

most difficult case I had yet attempted. Nothing gave

me any assistance.

One day I was chatting with the landlord of the inn

when the Reverend Gascoyne passed the window. It

was about half-past four in the afternoon, and I had
presumably come over to the village to fish. As a

matter of fact, my nature is too fastidious for so

brutal a sport. I cannot bear to inflict suffering for

mere pleasure, and I am quite unable to understand

the brutality and grossness of a nature that delights

in it.

I had been careful, however, to master its jargon,

and there were two or three shining specimens at the

bottom of my basket to give evidence of my prowess.
" There goes the parson," I said, carelessly.

"Ah! 'e be going to take tea with old Mrs. Finucane."

"Indeed?"
" Wet or fine, twice a week, 'e goes over and drinks

a cup of tea with 'er, and reads to 'er for an hour or

two. 'e be a good man, be the parson."
" Who's old Mrs. Finucane ?"

" 'Er husband were organist, and when 'e died

—

though, by the way, 'e were younger than Mrs. Finu-

cane, and they do say were at college with the parson

—well, when 'e died it were found that Mrs. Finucane

were a pauper, and wur as like as not to 'ave to go

to the workus, but the parson, 'e says to the Squire,
' If you'll put down a pound u week for life, I'll put

down a pound a week for life also,' and so 'twas done.

Sir Robert couldn't for shame's sake refuse, seeing
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that Mr. Finucane had saved his son's life, and so

Mrs. Finucane be comfortable enough, 'er cottage

being 'er own. They do say that the Squire wur none

too willing to do it, though."
" Does Mrs. Finucane live in the village ?"

I knew it was quite unnecessary to ask exactly

where she lived, as every villager loves to maunder
on, and give any inquirer details concerning his neigh-

bours gratis.

" She lives in the cottage just before you come to

the 'ill. You'll know it, for it be covered with red

berries."

I went and had a look at Mrs. Finucane's cottage.

It was called "The Glebe,' and had a mass of

creeper with red berries over the front. Through the

bars of the high garden gate I could just see a little

green with the bare flower-beds of winter round it.

I inspected the house from every point of view.

Where the yew-hedge which surrounded the garden

was somewhat thin I could see through and into

the pleasant parlour. On this cold autumn day a

bright fire was burning in the grate, and drawn up
before it was a little table with a chess-board, on
either side of which sat Mr. Gascoyne and Mrs. Finu-'

cane. By this table was a smaller one with a cosy-

looking tea-urn on a snowy cover, flanked with

plates of hot toast and muffins. It was a homely
and pleasant sight to contemplate, and reminded me
of one of those inimitable scenes of village life which

more than one of our lady novelists has depicted

with so much spirit and truth. Strange it is, but such

literature as Miss Austin's Emma and Mrs. Gaskell's

Cranford has always charmed me more than any other,

on the same principle, I suppose, that a complex
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character responds to simplicity. Country folk do

not appreciate rural sweets as does the knowing
Cockney.

It seemed impossible that I could gain admission

to the house. It was as secure from any intrusion as

if it had been a royal palace guarded at every gate.

From my point of vantage I watched the movements
of the two inside carefully. I was screened from the

observation of the village. In a minute or so they

abandoned the attractions of the chess-table for those

of tea and muffins.

The Rector was apparently as capable with tea and
muffins as with partridge and port. In fact, to see

him at any meal was to receive an explanation of his

florid complexion and ever-increasing portliness. He
was one of those people—and they are legion—who
for the want of a little vanity abandon themselves

completely to the pleasures of the table. Vanity has

its uses, and should by no means be discouraged in

the young. Many a man and woman has been saved

from a drunkard's grave through the fear of losing a

good complexion. In not a few cases gluttony has

met its match in vanity when all other remedies

have failed. Vanity has made cowards appear brave,

and the miser ostentatious. Charity would be an
anaemic spinster were it not for her servant, vanity

;

and she is as often the parent of moderation as of

excess. With a little proper vanity the kindly Rector

might have preserved a greater measure of youth and
sprightliness.

He was nevertheless a pleasant sight as he sat before

the blazing fire and chatted and drank his tea with

the old lady. I stood and watched them through the

gap in the hedge till the light faded. Then a little
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maid brought in candles, and, drawing the curtains,

shut the pleasant interior from my sight.

I was afraid there was no chance of making Mrs.

Finucane's hospitable teapot or genial muffins and cake

useful to my scheme, for although such luxuries are

poison, it is a slow process.

Occupied with these thoughts, I strolled down the

village street. I could reach the road back to the inn

where I was staying more quickly by passing through

the churchyard, and as I reached the church door a

sudden impulse urged me to enter. The gloom was
rendered more profound by the faint suggestion of

fading daylight lingering about the building. I was
not at all disturbed by thoughts of Mr. Voller's ghost,

but made my way without trepidation into the vestry.

There stood the glass of water and the bottle, and I

was about to repeat the experiment which had been

so successful in the case of Mr. Voller when something

shining lying on the floor attracted my attention. I

went towards it and picked up a fluted silver cigar-

case. I carried it out of the church, and, opening it,

found it full. I went back to my quarters for the

night before I made a thorough examination of my
find. As I had hoped, it proved to be Mr. Gas-

coyne's. His monogram was on the outside. I turned

it over and over in deep thought. I remembered read-

ing, when I was studying poisons in my house in Clap-

ham, of one used by the Red Indians, who, soaking

the end of a cigar in it, were in the habit of asking an
acquaintance who had offended them to take a friendly

weed, with—from their point of view—very desirable

consequences.

I had the strongest objections to using the medium
of the glass of water again. It might strike someone
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that it had played a part in the death of the

verger.

On arriving in town I consulted the book in which
I remembered to have seen the information as to the

Indian poison. It was as I thought ; the end of a

cigar dipped in a decoction of the Grobi root was
sufficient to induce stupor ending in death if immediate

measures were not taken to rouse the patient. I knew
where to obtain the Grobi root, which is also used

medicinally by the Red Indians.

Down by the docks there is a narrow street full of

shops devoted to the sale of curios from foreign parts.

I had gone there during the days when I was racketing

about town to purchase a monkey for a chorus girl

who demanded its immediate production as a pledge

of affection. It was whilst I was in the shop that I

had heard the aged proprietor explaining the properties

of a small dried bundle of herbs which hung from one

of the low rafters. At the first mention of the word
poison I had listened intently, whilst apparently

interested in the other articles scattered about the

shop.

It was possible that the plant was no longer in its

old place. At the same time it was not the sort of

thing which was likely to be largely in demand, and
it might hang there through a generation without being

disturbed. I knew that the proprietor was a great

dealer in Chinese cabinets and curiosities of all kinds.

I decided to buy Miss Gascoyne something very rare,

and took my way to the East End in a state of sus-

pense as to whether the business had been moved.
As I entered the street, however, I saw the cages and
bird-stands outside the door as of yore. So little had
changed that it seemed to give me assurance that the
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magic root was hanging in the old place. As soon as

I entered the shop I looked anxiously at the place

where it had been, and gave almost a sigh of relief as

it caught my eye.

The wizened little old proprietor hastened forward

from the back of the shop where he was inspecting

some articles which were being displayed for his ap-

proval by a sailor. The latter, in no way disconcerted

or offended at being left with such scant ceremony,

took up a newspaper which lay on his patron's desk

and settled himself to read till such time as the pro-

prietor should be free again. I explained that I wanted
a Chinese cabinet

; something quite new and original.

The old man looked around puzzled.

"They're verymuch of a muchness," he said, "especi-

ally, in our days, when we dealers have got to be as

careful as the public that we are not cheated. There

was a sailor as used to do the China trip twice a year,

and he brought back some of the quaintest looking

cabinets as ever I saw, but it turned out that he
bought 'em all in this country, and that's the way
we're took in."

It did not strike the old gentleman that if the articles

were genuine it could not matter very much whether
they were bought in England or not.

I objected to everything which was shown to me,
and made every effort to get him to go to his store-

rooms upstairs, suggesting that he might have some-
thing put away. He denied this, and continued to

grope about amongst his treasures, while the bunches
of Grobi root dangled temptingly above our heads.

While he was meandering I examined them very
carefully, and studied how I could detach one of the

bundles in the shortest space of time. Finally, the

Digitized by



288 ISRAEL RANK

old man remembered that he had something which
might tempt me in his back premises, and he went
shuffling away to look for it.

As soon as his back was turned I took my penknife,

which I had already opened in my pocket, and, glancing

swiftly at the sailor occupied with his paper in the

corner, reached up my hand and cut the string by
which the bundle of dried root was attached to the

ceiling. I thrust it into my great-coat pocket and
looked again at the sailor. He appeared to have been

quite ignorant of my proceeding. It was some minutes

before the old gentleman shambled back into the shop,

bearing in his hands a box of some scented wood, from

which, where it had lain buried in cotton-wool, he

lifted out a miniature cabinet of exquisite workman-
ship.

" I had forgotten all about this. I've had it by me
for years."

I shrewdly suspected that it was one of those things

which had been brought to the old man by someone

of whose honesty he was doubtful.

I haggled with him a good deal over the price, but

finally took it away, having paid a very reasonable

sum, and having in my great-coat pocket the Grobi

root.

It was a drawback that it was impossible to test the

efficacy of the poison taken in the particular way in

which I intended.

I made my decoction, and, steeping the end of one

of the cigars in it, dried it and returned it with the

others to the case. I then went to the village of Lye,

and, entering the church one evening, stole into the

vestry. Unperceived, I placed the cigar-case on the

table behind a pile of books.
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I had well considered the disadvantage of my scheme,

which was that the Reverend gentleman might hand
his cigar-case to some friend, who would have first

choice, and might select the prize. It would not have

done to place two poisoned cigars in the case, as the

fact of two gentlemen lighting up and swooning away
could not fail to attract attention and rouse suspicion.

It was with a sigh of satisfaction and relief that I

opened The Times one morning and read in the

obituary notices that the Reverend Henry Gascoyne,

Rural Dean, and Rector of Lye, had succumbed to an
apoplectic stroke.

19
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CHAPTER XX

The rest of the winter I was able to devote myself to

Sibella, who grew more beautiful in my eyes every

day. She was bewitchingly decadent, and her deca-

dence was independent of extraneous aids to beauty.

I was careful not to be seen too frequently with her

in public, and permitted Sir Anthony Cross to do all

the drudgery. Lionel was quite unsuspecting, and in-

asmuch as I never omitted an opportunity of obliging

him I verily believe that the poor fool believed me to

be attached to him.

I well remember how one evening, when Grahame
was present, Lionel became quite sentimental over our

school days, and talked as if we had all three been the

greatest of chums. A smile played round Grahame's

dignified mouth as his brother-in-law meandered on
about " those dear old days."

"Do you remember when I was training for the mile,

and had that accident ?" Lionel asked.

We both of us nodded.
" That was a very mysterious affair," he went on.

" I could have sworn as I went down that I tripped

over something which struck me across the leg."

" Imagination," suggested Grahame.
" I don't know, but it has always seemed to me most

mysterious."

290
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" I don't think it's possible to account for sensations

at such a moment as that," I said, indifferently.

Lionel went on with his reminiscences. He recalled

the first day he had ever been to the Hallwards',

which, considering that he must have remembered
how badly he and Sibella behaved to me on that day,

was not a brilliant exhibition of tact. At last he

concluded :

" And now Sibella and I are married, and we are

all jolly together."

Coming from anyone else the remark might have
sounded jovial ; coming from Lionel it sounded foolish.

" Yes," I said drily, " we are all jolly together."

For one moment Grahame looked at me curiously,

but shrewdly suspecting that my liking for Lionel

had not grown much with years, put down the emphasis

in my voice to that fact.

I was angry with myself for having made such a slip.

Lionel was soon in the throes of an election struggle,

a sudden death having removed a well-known party

hack to a greater majority than it had ever been his

lot to be numbered with on earth.

As much to his own astonishment as to that of the

wire-pullers of his party Lionel was elected. It was a

political surprise, for the seat was hardly likely to

have been wasted on a nonentity had a victory been

probable. Lionel took all credit to himself, and the

cheers of approval as he was introduced to the House
made him quite delirious with vanity. His old father,

who was dying by inches, was so delighted that he

immediately handed to his son a large slice of the

wealth for which he was greedily waiting. The in-

fatuated young man was somewhat sobered by the

reception of his maiden speech, which was such as not
19—2
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even the most self-satisfied of beings could have

assured himself was flattering. Sibella somewhat
annoyed me. She was for the time quite impressed

by her husband's meretricious triumph. I believe

she thought that she had underestimated him, and
that he really was a person of great intellectual attain-

ments. She began to talk to me of conscience, of

remembering her duty, and indulged in all the usual

female preliminaries to a retreat ; but long before

she was ready to make an effort, and show me the

door, I had managed to demonstrate to her that her

husband had gone as far as he was likely to go. In

fact, Lionel himself was incapable of playing a serious

part for long, and associated himself with the heir

to a dukedom whose election to the House of Commons
had been an insult, and who was prepared to hobnob
with a stable-boy in default of the society from which

he had become somewhat of an outcast. His friends

had hoped that a political career might whitewash him,

and were now only too anxious for him to lose his

seat before some irretrievable scandal occurred. Lionel

was quite content with his friend's exalted position,

and imagined that he was the companion of the very

cream of the popular House, a delusion in which I

encouraged him on every possible occasion.

Familiarity with political life likewise disillusioned

Sibella, and she was too acute not to learn very

speedily that to be the wife of a Member of Parliament

need not necessarily carry with it social advantages

of any kind.

I fancy Lord Gascoyne had been a little surprised at

Miss Gascoyne engaging herself to me, for to his

aristocratic prejudices a Jew was a Jew, hpwever

charming he might be. He was perfectly prepared to
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be quite civil to the race, and would have denied it

nothing but an entrance into the blood circle. I was,

however, indirectly a member of his family, and when
it dawned upon him that should he and his heir die

I was, after Mr. Gascoyne, the heir, he was compelled

to change his attitude. I think he determined, if

possible, to bar me out by a family of stalwart sons

and daughters. Luckily, so far, Lady Gascoyne

showed no signs of increasing the obstacles in my
path.

I spent the remainder of the winter thinking out

the completion of my design. Of course, the Earl

would have to go first. It would leave me several

years to deal with his heir, and in the vicissitudes of

a boy's life there must be innumerable occasions

when death may accidentally step in and claim him.

There was at this time a talk of sending Lord Gas-

coyne to a large dependency as Governor. The
rumour threw me into a state of the greatest anxiety.

If he betook himself and his family to the other end
of the world he might have half a dozen children

round him before I could interfere.

Luckily the project fell through for the time being,

but his abilities and personal dignity marked him out as

a man to whom the offer was certain to be made again.

Lionel Holland had a great ambition to know Lord
and Lady Gascoyne. Lord Gascoyne, at all events,

was born a freeman of that inner ring which, for all

his fine acquaintances, had so far held Lionel at bay.

Some of them had been civil to Sibella, for she, like

Grahame, had a natural distinction which people

were impelled to admit. When, however, it became
a question of accepting Lionel also—and he was by
no means the person to stand aloof—they drew off.
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His vanity refused to admit that he had been snubbed,

but inwardly he was conscious that there was some-
thing wrong.

He had therefore fixed on the Gascoynes as people

who would be able to secure him an introduction to

the highest circle of the social heaven. It was in

vain that I assured him quite frankly that I was not

on terms of intimacy with them or any of their friends,

that, so far, I was not married to Miss Gascoyne, and
that my Jewish blood made me more or less of an
outsider in the family. He looked upon this as

affectation.

" Why, you might be Lord Gascoyne ! You're as

good as any of them."
" I shall be when I am Lord Gascoyne, but so far

I am only plain Israel Rank. No, I won't call myself

plain, for that would indeed be affectation."

" You've been to their house."
" Once or twice."
" You've dined there."
" Once only."
" People of that kind don't ask a man to dinner

unless they look upon him as one of themselves."
" Except for political motives," I murmured.
He was too dense to see the point, and persisted.

"An acquaintance like that wants nursing," he said

patronisingly, much as an old hand might have done

to a young man just starting in business.

As a matter of fact, he was exactly suggesting what
I was doing, but my methods were superior to his, and
I should never have thought of describing them with

such a lack of taste. His inability to see this was the

secret of his non-success with the particular class he

was anxious to cultivate.
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I heard from Miss Gascoyne constantly, and my
letters in reply to her high-souled, dignified, yet tender

epistles were masterpieces in diplomacy—an unkind
critic might have said in hypocrisy.

I cannot help wondering as I sit here writing these

memoirs what her feelings are at the present moment.
I am afraid that she is one of those extraordinary

characters who literally cannot love where they do
not respect. She will have the pleasure, however,

of glancing over her letters written to me at this time,

for I have left her the task of examining my papers

and destroying such as I thought fit to keep. Sibella's

letters I always destroyed. This is an act of justice

to any woman with whom one is conducting an
intrigue which should not be neglected. Not that

Sibella had written many letters. As I have pointed

out, there was a curious vein of caution in the Hallward
family. In fact, much as I know she must be suffer-

ing, she has not made the least sign since the law

took charge of my affairs. I believe that she still

has faith that I shall extricate myself somehow.
Poor child ! Jack Sheppard himself could not do
much inside the condemned cell of a modern prison.

I have given the matter of escape thought, but con-

sidering how easy it is to cage a human being, it is

somewhat surprising that there should ever have been

an age in which the escape of criminals was com-
paratively frequent. I have also wondered whether,

if a murderer were to display signs of madness between

conviction and execution, the law would carry out

the penalty. It might be worth the while of a smaller

criminal to make the attempt. In my case I cannot

help thinking it would be somewhat undignified to

linger in the public mind as an individual who was
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mouthing through the remainder of his existence with

straws in his hair. Besides, it would be a satisfaction

for the public—who have been made uncomfortable

by such wholesale murdering—to be able to say,
" Poor creature ! he was mad." On the whole, I

would sooner live as the wicked Lord Gascoyne than
with a reputation for insanity. Moreover, my simu-

lation might not be effective, and if a report got

abroad that I had made myself ridiculous by feigning

madness it would be intolerable.



CHAPTER XXI

Lionel Holland was, of course, mistaken in accepting

as genuine my indifference as to whether the Gascoynes

were civil to me or no. Since they had asked me to

their house it was necessary I should become as inti-

mate as possible, and Lionel could not know how I

had schemed and intrigued to make myself acceptable

in their sight. I had nibbled all round their circle,

so to speak, unobtrusively attempting to identify

myself as much as possible with the people they knew.

This was a matter of no little difficulty. I was com-
pelled to make it known how near I stood to the suc-

cession. This gave me a certain sort of position, and
at least tolerance, as more or less one of themselves

by the exclusive set in which the Gascoynes moved.
They still, however, showed no sign of great friendli-

ness. Of course, the important person to conciliate

was Lady Gascoyne. She did not belong to the

difficult set by birth, and was naturally nervous of

doing anything which might show her as a novice in

the art of social selection. Not that she was in any
way a snob

; indeed, far from it.

She evidently liked me. I was the sort of personality

that the heiress of enterprising American ancestors

—the wrong word ; her forbears could hardly be

described as ancestors—would like. I had, however,
297
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so far not interested Lord Gascoyne, whose sym-
pathies were limited. He had asked me to the house

in a purely formal way, and as a member of the family

who had a right to be so asked.

So far I had, as it were, been conducting recon-

naissances round the network of his character and
temperament in order to discover his vulnerable

point. It was extremely difficult. He was one of

those self-contained Englishmen whose sense of duty
comes somewhat as a surprise in conjunction with an
apparently unenthusiastic temperament. The very

person to be a royal substitute in a dependency.

Enthusiasm is the greatest curse that can befall a

reigning Sovereign, and a really sincere, enthusiastic

monarch is distrusted by no one so much as by his

own subjects. In his presence I at once suppressed

the artistic side of my character, and pretended to a

reserve and coldness in no way natural to me. Such
topics as were discussed I treated with as much
pure reason as was consistent with a respect to aristo-

cratic prejudices, an attitude eminently conciliatory

to the English noble, who is never so happy as when
he flatters himself that he is displaying liberal ten-

dencies. There did not, however, appear to be any
likelihood of my being asked to Hammerton, and even

my confession that I had visited the place as a tourist

failed to elicit the desired invitation. He was, because

of his limitations, the most difficult person I had yet

had to deal with. At the same time, my being on
visiting terms with Lord and Lady Gascoyne, and
admitted by them to be a relative, gave me a social

status which I had not before possessed.

It was highly necessary to be swift with his lord-

ship. I must say that I had less compunction about
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removing him than I had had about any of the others.

He was so entirely impersonal in his relations with

the outer world.

I think his wife was in love with him. He was the

sort of man women love desperately where they love

at all ; for the simple reason that they are never per-

mitted to become really familiar. They are always in

the presence of their reigning sovereign. A very

wholesome thing for most women, and especially cor-

rective for an American woman. It had been, I

fancy, a great change for her, inasmuch as before

marriage she had ruled her father absolutely. It was
a little surprising that Lord Gascoyne should have

condescended to mingle his blood with what was, after

all, quite a plebeian strain. It was the more sur-

prising as he was in no need of money, and I dis-

covered afterwards that at his request her enormous
dowry was settled absolutely on her children. I

wondered very much if the dowry would revert to

the American relations should she die childless ; also

if, in the case of Lord Hammerton outliving his parents,

but dying a minor, the money would pass to the Gas-

coyne family. It would certainly be amusing were I

to inherit the American dollars.

The great thing, however, was to secure an invita-

tion to Hammerton. If I could only render Lord
Gascoyne some service, or place him under an obliga-

tion to me in any way, it would probably follow as a

matter of course.

An idea struck me. There was the portrait of

Lord George, the one thing saved from the wreck of

my uncle's home. I knew that Lord Gascoyne took

the greatest pride and interest in the portrait gallery

at Hammerton, and that there was no portrait of
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Lord George Gascoyne, my own immediate ancestor,

among the family pictures.

Finally, seeing no way of approaching the matter

as if by chance, I wrote and offered him the portrait

for the collection at Hammerton, and he replied

asking me to come and see him.

I went, and was shown into his private sanctum.

He was, considering his temperament, quite profuse

in his thanks, but would at first not hear of accepting

the portrait as a gift.

" As you say, it is not by a great name," he said ;

" but at the same time it is a very good name, and is

worth money, and more than money, to me."
I gave him to understand that if he declined it as

a gift it would hurt my feelings, as I should conclude

that he did not care about accepting anything at my
hands. This I conveyed to him in as tactful a way
as possible. He saw, however, what I meant, and
graciously accepted the picture.

" You must come down and see it hung."

He could not very well say less, but by the ex-

pression of his face I wondered whether a vague sus-

picion of my motive had not, even as he spoke, entered

his mind.

However, the invitation was given, and I intended

to avail myself of it. I had no intention of allowing

the matter to slip his memory.
" It must be a week-end," I said smiling, " for, you

know, I work hard all the week."
" Lady Gascoyne shall write and ask you. She is

at Hammerton herself at present."

It was quite unnecessary for his lordship to inform

me of Lady Gascoyne's whereabouts, for I followed the

movements of his household as closely as he did himself.
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At Christmas I paid a flying visit to the Gascoynes
in the South of Prance, and was welcomed with a

curious quietness of passion by Miss Gascoyne, and
like a son by her aunt and uncle.

Miss Gascoyne always exalted me, mentally if not

morally, and even in the latter direction she led me
out of the limitations I had laid down for myself, and
beyond which it would be dangerous for me to venture.

I am quite capable of great moral enthusiasm, and it

has always been my habit to keep out of the way of

those likely to infect me with strenuousness.

She talked of ideals quite simply and earnestly, and
without the least suggestion of cant, and I was obliged

to find some aspirations suitable to these occasions.

Being a woman in love she was content to warm her

romance at a very small fire, and, further, to imagine

it a very big blaze.

I was terribly afraid of being found out by her in

any way. I knew that once we were married she

would die rather than admit that she had made a

mistake. Her loyalty would amount to fanaticism,

but she was a woman who could take strong measures

before the irrevocable was accomplished. Her atti-

tude has been that of a medieval saint matched with

a Cenci. She has held her peace, and she has pro-

fessed to believe what she knew to be false ; whilst at

the same time she has suffered agonies of abasement.

(^Nearly all women, however, are deceived in love.

It is their pastime. Some never discover the fact,

and dream their lives away from their marriage-day

to the grave. If Miss Gascoyne hardly possessed the

phlegmatic instinct which would enable her to join

the comfortable ranks of the latter, she was none the

less dwelling in a fool's paradise during those winter
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days on the Riviera. Those who considered her cold

would have been astonished had they known all.

She was a concealed volcano.

I returned to town a little exhausted by the rarified

atmosphere of reverential romance in which I had
been living, and looking forward with a sense of relief

to the decadent fascination of Sibella.

Miss Gascoyne with her Utopian dreams about the

life of usefulness we were to lead required the natural

antidote, and, strangely enough, the first whiff of the

perfume Sibella used, wafted to me across the room
as she rose to greet me, banished all sensation of ever

having been bored by Edith, for I never admired

her so much as when I was in the company of Sibella.

In the same way I never longed for Sibella to such

an extent as when I was with Edith.

Amongst the letters which I found waiting when I

reached my rooms there was an invitation from Lady
Gascoyne asking me to give them the following Satur-

day to Monday at Hammerton.
From the tone of her letter it was obvious that she

had been only too anxious to second her husband's

invitation. To do her justice, she had no class pre-

judices, and such exclusiveness as she displayed arose

from her desire that her husband should think her in

every way fitted to her position.

In my daily letter to Miss Gascoyne I mentioned

casually that I had been invited to Hammerton. I

knew that there were few things which would please

her so much.
It was a bitterly cold evening in January when I

reached Hammerton station, and it was snowing fast

when we drove across the stone bridge which spanned

the old moat and turned in at the gates.
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There was just time to dress for dinner, and, getting

into my evening clothes as quickly as possible, I

descended and found that the only member of the

party who had made his appearance was a young
American millionaire who was being introduced to

English society. I thought him particularly stupid

and offensive, and was glad when Lord Gascoyne and
the other guests quickly followed and we went to

dinner.

We dined in a long, narrow room with a vaulted

ceiling and gray antique stone walls covered with

tapestry. The mixture of a feudal past with modern
luxury was exceedingly grateful to a fastidious taste.

The servants came and went through a low arched

door, which must have been built during the early

days of the Norman Conquest. The walls were covered

with antique implements of battle, whilst imposing

suits of armour loomed out of the shadows, their

polished surfaces reflecting here and there the blaze

from the enormous log-fire in the vast chimney-place.

The party consisted of about half a dozen people

besides myself. There was the young millionaire I

have already mentioned, and who, I believe, was des-

tined by Lady Gascoyne for Lady Enid Branksome,
a pretty, fair-haired girl, who was staying at Ham-
merton with her mother. It is surprising, when one

comes to think of it, how few young Americans marry
English noblewomen. It would be interesting to

inquire whether this reticence is caused by a dis-

inclination to live in America—where, of course,

precedence and rank would have to be dropped—or

whether the American young man does not care to

buy anything in the shape of a title which is not here-

ditary. It would certainly be incongruous for Lady



304 ISRAEL RANK

Enid Branksome to degenerate into plain Mrs. Puttock
of Philadelphia. It would seem almost a murder.

The Branksomes, however, were poor, and Mr. Puttock
was a multi-millionaire. He was obviously much
taken with Lady Enid, who, on her side, was evidently

torn by the convicting claims of love and interest

;

for young Sir Cheveley Drummond was also of the

party. This had been a great tactical error on Lady
Gascoyne's part, for he seemed to find greater favour

in Lady Enid's eyes than did the fat, unhealthy cheeks

and vacuous expression of Mr. Puttock of Philadelphia.

At the same time, a glance at Lady Branksome's

face impressed one with the idea that the Lady Enid
would most probably be made to do what she was
told.

I have nearly always found house parties somewhat
dull, unless there happened to be present a personality

of new and surprising interest, and personalities do
not frequent country-houses. But for the work I was
engaged on I might have found the Saturday till

Monday at Hammerton as dull as anything of the

kind. It was, however, of absorbing interest to me
to be in the house with two people whom I had decided

on removing. The position pleased me. This abso-

lutely modern company in a medieval castle, and
with a medieval criminal in their midst, was truly

interesting. Lady Branksome was evidently doubtful

about me, but noting the Semitic cast of my features,

and hearing that I was on the Stock Exchange, con-

cluded that there could only be one reason for my
being m such company, and that must be enormous
wealth. Having several other daughters just ready

to burst from the schoolroom into the ranks of the

marriageable, she was tentatively affable. She was
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the sort of woman I always found it very easy to get

on with ; of the world, cynical and good-natured, very

strong-minded, and willing to live and let live. She

was at the same time most intolerant of people making
fools of themselves, and had no intention of allowing

those who were dependent on her to do so if she could

help it. Providing she was assured that I had no

intentions, she would be perfectly friendly, even when
she discovered that I was comparatively poor. In-

deed, I gathered in the course of a conversation with

her, that she had quite a weakness for adventurous

young men. Probably it was because she under-

stood them so well that she was such an expert in

keeping them at a distance. During dinner, however,

and pending inquiries which would no doubt be con-

ducted when the ladies were alone, she treated me as a

person rich enough to be conciliated. A very different

woman was Lady Briardale. However rich a man
might be, he was nothing to her unless he could show
a pedigree. She evidently thought very little of Mr.

Puttock, and less of Mr. Rank, who looked a Jew.

She probably regarded it as a slight that she should

have been asked to meet two such absolute nobodies.

She had never heard of anybody called Puttock, or

Rank. They were not names at all. They were

merely ciphers by which the lower classes were differ-

entiated^,one -"from the other. She would probably

have thought it more convenient if the lower classes

had been known by numbers like cabs and convicts ;

and, after all, they were not so interesting as convicts,

and not so useful as cabs in her eyes. She was evidently

somewhat annoyed that I should talk so well, a fact

she might have forgiven if others had not paid me the

compliment of listening. Indeed, she became quite

20
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civil to Puttock, who, she perhaps felt, showed himself

conscious of his inferiority by holding his tongue.

Sir Cheveley Drummond, whom I knew to be enter-

taining, but who was quite taken up with Lady Enid,

completed the party, which did not promise much
amusement.

After dinner we all sat in the picture-gallery. The
last time I had seen it was in company with the gang
of excursionists, and I laughingly recalled the fact to

Lady Gascoyne when she was showing me where the

picture of Lord George had been hung. Lady Briar-

dale was apparently a little astonished when she heard

that Lord George was my ancestor, and that I had
presented the picture to the collection. Lady Brank-

some had evidently recalled my name.
" I have been wondering, Mr. Rank, where I have

heard of you, and I remember now that it was from

my youngest boy. He met you at supper one evening.

I didn't ask where," she said parenthetically, " but he

talked of nobody else for days."

I remembered young Gavan Branksome, a nice,

fair-haired youth, who had attracted my notice by
being somewhat like Grahame Hallward.

" I have not seen him since."

" No ; he is in India. Did you like India, Sir

Cheveley ?" she said quickly, stopping the love-sick

warrior as he was making his way across the room
to Lady Enid.

Poor Sir Cheveley was forced to pause, and whilst

Lady Branksome detained him, Mr. Puttock sank into

the seat which Lady Enid had left vacant for Sir

Cheveley.
" Charming man, Sir Cheveley," said Lady Brank-

some, with almost a laugh when he finally moved
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away. " I've known him all his life, and he was always

attractive, even when he was sixteen."

I am sure she was perfectly honest in saying that

she liked Sir Cheveley. She probably liked him as

much as, in her heart, she disliked Mr. Puttock.

Poor Sir Cheveley's disappointment, however, did

not prevent his being excellent company in the smok-
ing-room.

I sat up in my own room thinking matters over till

a late hour. Before I arrived at Hammerton I had
had vague ideas of pushing Lord Gascoyne down a

disused well, or something of that kind, in which an
old feudal castle like Hammerton might be supposed

to abound. On consideration, however, I came to the

conclusion that Lord Gascoyne would be a very diffi-

cult person to push anywhere he did not mean to go.

I was naturally afraid of poison in such a case.

It would only be possible to use it whilst I was in

the house, and that was dangerous. My growing

proximity to the succession was bringing me nearer

and nearer to the perilous land of motive. Violence,

unless I were given an extraordinarily good oppor-

tunity, was out of the question. The cigar would not

do, either, for, strange to say, Lord Gascoyne hardly

smoked at all. Cigars and pipes he never attempted,

and I noticed that as a rule he merely lit a cigarette

in order to keep his guests in countenance.

I had heard of people being made away with when
out shooting, but in my case it would hardly be

possible. In the first place, I did not shoot, having

always had a disinclination to the brutal killing of

animals for the sake of pleasure. There remained as

far as I could see only the ordinary means of poisoning,

with all their attendant dangers.

20—2
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An instantaneous poison would be most con-

venient, as it was highly unlikely that I should have
sufficient access to Lord Gascoyne to deal with him
slowly.

I rose in the morning with one scheme after another

chasing itself through my brain. Dressing rapidly, I

went for a walk before breakfast round the ancient

battlements. These were quite a mile in circumfer-

ence, and the climbing of worn steps, hazardous scalings

of the walls from whence to get a better view, and a

careful examination of the various architectural designs

of which the building was constructed, occupied me
very pleasantly for a full hour, and it was half-past

nine, the time for breakfast, when I turned to re-enter

the castle. As I descended some steps which led down
to the quadrangle, I was astonished to come face to

face with a girl of about nineteen or twenty and a

child. She was obviously a lady, but she had not

been at the dinner-table the evening before, or in the

picture-gallery afterwards. I concluded that she was
the little boy's governess, but who the child might be

I could not imagine. I detected at once that the girl

was beautiful, and when I say I detected I use the

word advisedly, because it was not a beauty which

would be immediately appreciated. The gray eyes,

oval face, threaded gold hair, straight nose, and deli-

cately-cut mouth were almost too frail to impress the

casual observer. I saw at once, however, that she was
rarely perfect in such a type of beauty as I always

imagined Burns' Mary must have possessed. She wore

a quaint hood, almost like a child's, edged with some
inexpensive gray fur. The little boy looked at me
shyly, and I held out my arms. A smile broke over

his face and he offered me his ball, inviting me to
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play with him. In less than a minute we were all

three laughing like old friends.

After having made myself sufficiently agreeable, I

escaped from the child, who was clamouring to me to

continue the game, and ran down the steps. I found

Lady Gascoyne in sole possession of the breakfast-

table. " I am afraid we are the only early risers,

Mr. Rank," she said.

As a matter of fact, I rather fancied I had caught a

glimpse of Lady Enid going along the road towards

Hammerton woods, and I think I was fairly correct

in guessing that she was not walking at such a rapid

pace for the pleasure of her own company. Indeed,

I would not have minded taking long odds that Sir

Cheveley was not very far away.

I, of course, said nothing of this to Lady Gascoyne,

but mentioned my meeting with the girl in the gray

hood.

Lady Gascoyne smiled.
" Now, isn't she pretty, Mr. Rank ?"

" Almost beautiful," I hazarded. It is dangerous to

be enthusiastic about another woman, even to the

nicest of her sex.

" That shows your good taste. Some people cannot

see it."

" It is the sort of beauty which is very rare, and not

exactly showy."
" She is to my mind wonderful. It does one good

to look at her. I expect you are wondering who the

little boy is. It is a sad story. I had a great school

friend whose father was enormously rich. About a

year after her marriage he failed, and her husband's

fortune went in the same crash. Her husband shot

himself, and she died six months later, leaving her
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little boy in my care. Oh !" she added quickly,

evidently afraid that my inward comment might be

a disparagement on her dead friend, " she did so at

my express desire. We loved one another so, that it

was the most natural thing she could do."
" He seems a dear little chap."

"He is a darling, and devoted to Hammerton already.

Lord Gascoyne is so good about it, and lets me have
him here always. Miss Lane is his governess."

Sir Cheveley Drummond, looking a little conscious,

came in at this moment.
" How energetic everybody is this morning," said

Lady Gascoyne.

Mr. Puttock, who appeared on the scene almost as

she spoke, looked anything but energetic. He looked

as effete as only a decadent young American can look.

Lady Enid, who followed, managed to convey with

great art the impression that she had just left her room.

Lady Briardale did not appear, but Lady Branksome,

unable to trust Lady Enid, arrived in good time,

although she confided to me later that she thought

breakfasting in public a barbarous practice.

After breakfast, the whole party, with the exception

of Sir Cheveley Drummond, went to church. Poor

Sir Cheveley hardly saw the point of going when he

knew perfectly well that he would not be permitted to

share Lady Enid's hymn-book.

I distinctly heard Lady Briardale say, as we were all

waiting in the hall

:

" I should have thought, my dear, that he would

have preferred a synagogue."

At church a thrill passed through me when I found

that I was seated next to Esther Lane. It was an
infinite pleasure to me to be sitting beside her through
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the long and stupid sermon. The yellow winter sun-

light fell across the recumbent effigies of dead and
gone Gascoynes, and made the painted window to the

east a blaze of colour.

Her presence and the surroundings filled me with a

sense of purity and peace, and I surrendered myself

to the primitive emotions. I suppose a less subtle

soul would have been oppressed with a sense of past

sins, and would in such a building have been filled

with despair at the consciousness of irrevocable guilt.

I fortunately had schooled myself to control. The
sensation of goodness can, like other things, be ac-

quired. When I had obtained the prize for which I

was striving I had not the least doubt that I should

find it easy to put away from me any unworthy
feeling of regret. Why should I not ? The harm
was after all very questionable. It was not as if, so

far, I had made widows and orphans. The amount of

suffering I had inflicted was limited, and at any rate

I should not leave poverty, the greatest of all ills, in

my track. Indeed, under the influence of that Sunday
morning service I felt quite regenerated. When we
left the church Esther Lane and her pupil went through

the great gates of the castle into the woods beyond,

and I would have given worlds to follow her, but Lady
Branksome told me that she agreed with her son, and
that I was decidedly amusing. She insisted on my
going for a walk with her. At the same time she took

good care to see that Mr. Puttock and Lady Enid were

close behind.

In the afternoon I manoeuvred a meeting with

Esther Lane. I surmised that she and her pupil

would walk away from the castle, and so I kept watch
on the drawbridge. Everybody was more or less
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occupied. I was aware that Lady Branksome had,

before retiring for her afternoon nap, left Mr. Puttock
in possession of Lady Enid, who had got rid of him
with all the ease imaginable, and was now walking

with Sir Cheveley on the battlements.

Lord Gascoyne had pleaded letters, and I had
arranged to fetch him in an hour or so and go for a
tramp.

As Esther Lane and her pupil crossed the draw-
bridge I was leaning over the extreme end of the

parapet in the most natural manner in the world. I

pretended not to notice them, and only permitted

myself to be aroused from a contemplation of the

beautiful scenery which lay below by the child fling-

ing his arms with a scream of delight round my
legs.

She blushed as she apologised for her charge. She
was evidently a little nervous as to what her employers

might think if they saw her walking with one of their

guests, and, after a short interchange of commonplaces,

tried to get rid of me. I refused to be shaken off, and
a couple of hundred yards took us out of sight of the

castle.

We dropped at once into a style of conversation

which was almost intimate, and although I was with

her barely three quarters of an hour she confided a
great deal in me.

Not that there was much to confide. She was the

daughter of a solicitor who had left nothing but debts.

Her mother was dead, and she was absolutely alone in

the world. Her only relations were some very distant

cousins who were so poor that it had been impossible

for them to help her in any way.

"I was very lucky," she said, gratefully, "to get such
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a good situation, and it came about in the quaintest

way. Lady Gascoyne had seen all sorts of people

with diplomas and recommendations which I had not

got, and she saw me sitting in the waiting-room as

she passed out. I don't think the agent quite liked

her engaging me, but Lady Gascoyne insisted that I

was just the person she wanted, and here I am."
She smiled contentedly. She evidently considered

herself an extremely fortunate young woman.
She attracted me enormously without in any way

usurping the place of the two women who already

counted for so much in my life.

All too soon I was obliged to leave her and hurry

back to Lord Gascoyne, whom I found waiting for me.

It was the first opportunity I had had of really

impressing him, and I did not waste my time. I took

such an absorbing interest in everything about me
that I fancy he was surprised to find himself talking

so much and so intimately.

I was perfectly ready to enter into the subjects which

interested him most. He was evidently deeply imbued
with a belief in the divine right of aristocracy, and
with no superficial sense of its responsibilities. He
was above all things a serious man, with little sense

of humour. I imagined that Lady Gascoyne must
find him dull, but his qualities were essentially those

which command women's respect and hold them with

a certain kind of fear.

As is the case with his class—a class which the

popular organs are fond of describing as irresponsible

and brainless—his knowledge and grasp of life were

very extensive. His individual sympathies may not

have been very gr^at, but he had a general sense of

justice which marked him out as an administrator,
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from many who were perhaps much his intellectual

superiors. What he knew was of use to him.

I was surprised at my own capacity for conciliating

him. I accompanied him with ease into the region

of politics. He was evidently impressed, and it was
satisfactory to feel him gradually treating me with

less and less formality.
" Your race gave us one of our greatest statesmen,"

he said, " for I do not believe that anyone has under-

stood real statesmanship better than Disraeli."
" Some people seem to think he was insincere," I

replied, " but I don't believe it. His cynicism was
simply the complement of a mind with a singularly

large outlook."

So subtle an appreciation impressed the man whose
own nature was all in a straight line. The curves of a

less direct character appealed to him as insight.

In listening to him, however, I could not help re-

flecting that his kind, whatever the moralist may pre-

tend, is far more vulgar than the abnormal. The
orchid is the most fascinating of flowers in all its

varieties, but it is rare ; or do we only call that type

normal which prevails for the moment ? Which is

the more moral man—he who by reason of a lack of

imagination ranges himself as the mercenary of tradi-

tion and convention, or he who rebels and finds him-

self wounded and struck at wherever he turns ? Not
that I can claim to be a martyr to moral restlessness,

although at one time I sincerely believe I had in me
the makings of a reformer. Nevertheless, there is

always something a little vulgar about the man who
ranges himself definitely on one side.

We returned to the castle on very good terms

indeed. The rest of the party were at tea in the long
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picture-gallery. I like, even at this unpleasant crisis,

to linger over the memory of the picture-gallery at

Hammerton on that Sunday afternoon in midwinter.

The long, straight windows through which the frosty

sunset flushed the gilded frames and old tapestries,

the firelight playing on the silver of the tea-table

drawn up before Lady Gascoyne—for there were no
servants to desecrate the most convivial of all meals

—

made up a delightful picture, whilst the child Walter

Chard, in his sailor clothes, ran from one group to the

other as happy and unconscious as if he had a pre-

scriptive right to the enchantment of the castle.

I was delighted on our assembling for dinner to

find that Esther Lane was of the party. She was
dressed simply in gray, with a couple of blush roses

at her bosom. Lady Enid was talking to her when I

came in.

It fell to my lot to take her in to dinner, and we
thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. She was quite un-

conscious amongst these great folk, and unaffectedly

joyous. I almost fancied that Lady Gascoyne
looked at me once or twice with the faintest sign

of surprise. I sincerely hoped she would not inform

Miss Lane of the fact that I was engaged, although

it was more than probable. Esther Lane was one of

those women who are, to a certain extent, lacking

in the natural defences of their sex as a result of

their own honesty and simplicity. That she was
prepared to be interested in me was obvious, and I

made the most of my time. After dinner she played

to us. It was not a brilliant performance, but she

was accurate and had feeling, and she touched the

keys wooingly and caressingly, making the piano sing,

a gift rare even among some so-called finished per-
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formers. If people cannot make instruments sing

they had better leave them alone. Afterwards I

played and sang, and she declared herself ashamed of

her own performance. Music had the advantage of

giving us an excuse for remaining at the piano together,

and later, when everybody else settled down to cards

some way off, we were left trying over one song after

the other. When I murmured that it seemed as if

we had known each other all our lives she blushed.

Later, in the smoking-room, Sir Cheveley said he

was quite astonished to find how pretty she was. It

was a fact which he declared had grown on him
gradually.

The next morning I returned to town, but I had
made such good use of my time that I carried with me
an invitation to return in a fortnight, and it was Lord
Gascoyne who brought it me from his wife.

He had made quite a friend of me. It was not

probable that he had ever had a friend with anything

of the bizarre about him before.
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CHAPTER XXII

The time passed slowly, but in a fortnight I found

myself again at Hammerton sleeping beneath the same
roof as Esther Lane. I met her again on the terrace

on Sunday morning, as I had expected. I could quite

follow the workings of her mind. Because she was
possessed of great self-respect, she had determined not

to be on the terrace that morning, but because she

was very much in love she was there after all. Before

many moments had passed I saw that she was aware

of my engagement. There was a look of suffering

in her eyes as she turned them on me. She had the

most wonderful way of suddenly subjecting the per-

son to whom she was speaking to their full glance.

If she could suffer because I was engaged to another

woman, she had enough sentimental interest in me to

excuse my going far. She was the character to appre-

ciate the simulation of agony born of a struggle between

duty and affection, and I was ready to ring up the

curtain on the comedy. She was fully conscious that

I loved her. Yes, I loved her quite passionately, and
yet it was not altogether passion. It is one of the

presumptuous platitudes of conventional moralists to

describe a man's love when it ceases to be concen-

trated on one individual as lust and base passion.

Side by side with this contention they will declare
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that the highest morality is to love your neighbour as

yourself, so little are they given to their own boasted

virtue of consistency.

I talked to her for some time about the most ordinary

matters, but I could see that she was trembling.
" I have thought of you a good deal," I ventured.

She ignored the question, but without a show of

indifference.

" I think Walter and I ought to go in." She moved
away a little awkwardly.

" I suppose I ought to go in too." I went to break-

fast, leaving the impression I had intended.

In the afternoon I saw her again, and before I was
quite aware of it, I had told her I loved her beyond all

women in the world, and having done so was com-
pelled to anticipate the scene which I had been men-
tally preparing.

I assured her passionately that I was not the fickle

person I might seem to be, that directly I saw her I

knew that I had made a mistake, and that I could

never be happy with anyone but her.

She was too much in love to do more than make a

pretence of forbidding me to speak on the subject.

She walked straight into the carefully-hidden trap,

and found herself being made love to without the

question of my engagement being discussed, and once

she had thrown down the barriers of reserve, with

the enemy actually in her camp, it was impossible

to replace them. She accused herself vehemently,

however, of being unworthy of her trust. She would

resign her position. She could never, she asserted,

remain, and be guilty of duplicity. I beat down
her poor little attempts at self-defence at once. If

she threw up such a position I should never for-
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give myself. I would go away and never see her

again. The threat appeared to terrify her. I per-

sisted that the view of such affairs taken by most
people was entirely wrong. I showed that, on the

contrary, it was wrong to he and say you do not love

a person when you do, that it was quite possible to

talk of our love, to cherish it, and to welcome its

influences for good, without allowing it to get the

upper hand. All of which the poor fluttering little

morsel of sentiment drank in with greedy ears, because

it was just what she wanted to believe.

The child found us dull, and cried out that he

wanted to play, so I left her and returned to keep an
appointment with Lord Gascoyne. Esther Lane was
included in the dinner-party that evening, and I

again took her in. The arrangement was not so

pleasant as on the previous occasion, for there was a

distinct feeling of strain between us. I surmounted
it with ease ; but she was without experience, and
she suffered. I could see that she had been crying.

" You must not let yourself be wretched," I said, as

we stood a little apart from the others waiting for the

move towards the dining-room. " It hurts me."
" I had intended to remain in my room," she mur-

mured.
" Why ?"

"I feel as if everyone must see thatlam an impostor."

I was about to reply lightly, but checked myself,

remembering that the heroine of the comedy was an
ingenue.

" If you were not so good you would not have a
sense of guilt where there is no guilt."

We went in to dinner.

I talked to her incessantly, and inasmuch as her
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happiness lay in being with me, she was prepared to

be charmed out of her misery for however brief a

period.

I was myself somewhat astonished at the hold I

had secured over her so soon. I suppose in her inmost

heart she was dreaming dreams in which all would come
right. But even if I were safely ensconced as Earl

Gascoyne I could not have made such a sacrifice as

to marry her. Besides, in the sense of a mate, to

take my name and reign with me, I would not have
changed Edith Gascoyne for anyone in the world, not

even for Sibella.

There is among modern English ballads one which
has always struck me as having a claim to live because

of its simplicity and the heart-throb in it. It is called
' For ever and for ever.' It possesses a perfect blend-

ing of music and idea, unpretentious, but full of

feeling.

As before, we spent the evening at the piano, and
I sang this song to her almost under my breath :

" I would, alas ! it were not so

For ever and for ever."

I could see that the tears were raining down her

cheeks as she listened. She held a fan so as to con-

ceal her face from the others in the room.
" We shall see each other again soon," I murmured,

as I said good-night.

Lord Gascoyne and I were the last to leave the

smoking-room, and he parted from me at the foot

of the stairs that led to the bachelors' quarters. My
bedroom was half-way down a long corridor, at the

end of which there was a solid door, which gave

on to the battlements. It was bolted inside, but
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not looked, and I had more than once used it to take

an evening stroll when the inhabitants of Hammerton
Castle were asleep. This evening I opened the door

noiselessly and walked out on to the walls. It was a

clear starlight night and bitterly cold. I did not

mind this, for I had on a thick fur coat. I strolled

along, thinking deeply, when suddenly I was brought

to a standstill by a ray of light that fell right across

my path.

I looked in the direction from whence it came, and
was astonished to see Esther Lane leaning out of a

window a few feet from me. The terrace at this point

took an abrupt turn, and a comparatively new part

of the castle had been built out at a tangent.

She had not noticed my approach, for I wore house-

shoes, which made no noise.

She was looking at the stars as if their ceaseless

splendour might be symbolic of an inevitable dawn of

happiness somewhere. They could not have been

completely reassuring, for she was weeping, and as I

stood and watched, a convulsive sob broke from her.

The picture of the forlorn little dependent, a frail

white figure in the patch of light, with the gloomy
towers and battlements of Hammerton looming round

her, affected me strangely. I leant forward over the

low wall and murmured her name.
" Esther !"

She started and looked round, drawing back quickly

as she saw me clearly defined in the moonlight.
" You must not cry. It breaks my heart."

At the moment I fully believed what I said.

Her eyes, full of tears, were turned upon me, and,

with a strange look of fear, which haunts me to this

hour, she said :

21
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" I thought I should never see you again."
" You were going away ?"

She saw that she had betrayed her intention, and
tried to excuse herself.

" It will be better."
" Why ? If you go away I shall never come here

again."

I was upon the low wall, the ground full sixty feet

below me.
" Oh, go back ! you will fall."

But I had my hand on her window-sill and one foot

on a ledge a short distance below it, whilst the other

remained on the wall. She was helpless ; to have

attempted to stay me would have been to send me in

all probability to certain death. She clasped her

hands and held her breath. The next moment I

was in the room and by her side.

" Don't be afraid ;
only I must speak to you. We

must understand each other."
" Oh, go away, please."

She hid her face in her hands, utterly shamed by
the presence of a man in her room.

Poor Esther ! I think she was happier. I verily

believe that every woman is happier for love fulfilled.

I knew that once having chosen her path she would
follow it unflinchingly, and that she would be true as

steel. I had discerned from the first that she was
capable of martyrdom. From that day she never

mentioned the word marriage. She declared ever

afterwards that it was her fault, that she should have

closed her window on me, that she had accepted the

position of mistress, and that she could not complain.

At the same time, however, it was no easy task to

persuade her to remain at Hammerton. She im-
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plored me to let her come away to London. She

vowed that she would not be an encumbrance, not

even an expense. She was sure that she could get

work to do, sufficient to keep herself ; but I was firm.

I had at one time some idea of letting her live at

Clapham in my deserted house, but I had always had
a superstition about allowing anyone else to live in it,

otherwise I should have sold it long before. Besides,

I did not see what excuse she was to give Lady Gas-

coyne for wishing to leave her, and the latter had
grown so fond of her that it was not likely she would
accept her resignation without a great deal of inquiry.

Esther declared that living a lie made her feel miser-

able, that she was unworthy of her charge, and ought

to resign it.

21—2
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CHAPTER XXIII

I had still made no plans as regards Lord Gascoyne

and his heir. I must confess that I had qualms about

the child, which shows how illogical and unreasoning

sentiment is. It is surely a greater crime to kill a

grown individual who has a place in the practical work
of the world, and who would be missed by hundreds,

than to remove an infant whose loss could only affect

his parents. It was not easy for me to inflict pain on
a child, as my fondness for children is exceptional.

The means would have to be sudden and violent, and
they were difficult to think of. It might have been

made to appear that his death had been caused through

some apparent negligence of the nurse, had not the

latter been a careful old lady through whose hands

two former generations of the Hammertons had passed.

I had, unperceived, followed her in her walks with the

Gascoyne heir, and I was afraid it would be impossible

to find her careless.

I was prepared to make away with father or child

first ; whichever event came most readily to hand
would have to take place. A novice might have been

impatient, but experience had taught me that one had
only to watch and wait, and the opportunity would
come at the most unexpected moment.

It was nearly time for Miss Gascoyne and her uncle
324
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and aunt to return to town. I was wondering whether

they would be asked down with me to Hammerton.
It would be somewhat awkward, but I had infinite

belief in my own powers of dissimulation and tact.

In the meantime I concentrated my thoughts on
little Lord Hammerton. I had read of a child being

smothered by a cat going to sleep over its mouth. For

a time the somewhat impracticable idea possessed me
of obtaining a gutta-percha baby, which I would fill

with hot water and arrange so that it could breathe

mechanically, and then train a cat to lie upon it. The
weirdness and humour of the idea commended itself

to me. The far-fetched nature of the scheme, how-
ever, became more apparent the more I considered it.

I thought I might become a proficient with the Cata-

pult, and aim at the child unseen. In such a case the

blame would probably fall on a village boy. This, too,

seemed rather far-fetched.

I had seen Hammerton's nursery, or rather nurseries.

Even a child of his rank seldom has such a suite of

apartments :—a night and day nursery of lofty pro-

portions, with rooms for the head-nurse and her

assistant opening off. It was the size and loftiness

of the rooms that were exceptional. Lady Gascoyne
was a great enthusiast on hygiene, and declared that

fresh air was the best food a child could have. In fact,

I was not likely to be spared my unpleasant task

through any neglect of the little Viscount's health.

My objection to inflicting pain upon a child gradually

grew weaker. Something had to be done.

I was seriously considering the matter when Provi-

dence put a weapon into my hand.

I arrived one Saturday evening to find Lady Gas-

coyne somewhat uneasy. Walter Chard was not



326 ISRAEL RANK

well. Something quite trifling, no doubt, but he was
feverish.

I asked if I might go and see him, but Lady Gas-

coyne said that she would rather I did not. It was
always difficult to say how these childish ailments

would develop. It might be something infectious, and
she had Hammerton to think of. If anything happened
to him Lord Gascoyne would be broken-hearted.

" Miss Lane is with him," went on Lady Gascoyne.
" She absolutely declines to allow anyone else to nurse

him."

I wondered whether Esther Lane had known that

her undertaking to nurse the child would prevent her

from seeing me. For the moment I was a little

annoyed, as even the most supercilious man will be

when he imagines the woman he is thinking of very

much at the moment has found a duty which she places

above her love.

* I could not love thee, dear, so much,

Loved I not honour more,'

is very trash in the case of both sexes. People who
say they cannot love where they cannot respect are

talking nonsense. Affection is independent of and
survives prejudice, which I should surmise is an added

terror in the lives of good people.
" You are not afraid of infection, are you V 9 asked

Lady Gascoyne.
" Oh dear no, but what makes you think it is some-

thing infectious ?"

" I don't know. I had a sort of instinct that it was
so directly I looked at Walter."

I thought nothing more of Walter Chard during my
visit except to ask how he was.
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" The doctor says he cannot decide for a few hours

what is the matter with him," replied Lady Gascoyne.

On Monday morning, however, the Castle was thrown
into a state of the greatest consternation. The doctor

pronounced him to be suffering from scarlet fever, and
Lord and Lady Gascoyne were filled with alarm for

the safety of their own child.

Walter Chard had been constantly with him, and
any moment little Lord Hammerton might develop

the complaint.

The sick child was immediately secluded at the

extreme end of the castle, and a trained nurse was
sent for. From the moment I heard that it was
scarlet fever my mind was at work. Supposing Ham-
merton did not develop the complaint, would it be

possible to convey the infection to him ?

If I could get near Walter Chard in the con-

valescent stage it would be easy enough.

Of course, it did not follow that even if Lord Ham-
merton took the infection he would die, but there was
the chance that he might.

Lady Gascoyne talked of removing him from the

castle at once, but the doctor decided that it was not

necessary.
" Our patient is too far away to do any mischief.

He is for practical purposes quite isolated, and if you
disinfect the rooms he has been living in you need not

be in the least alarmed."

On my return to town I waited a week, and then

wrote to Lady Gascoyne, saying that I hoped Lord
Hammerton showed no signs of having caught the

infection. I displayed so exactly the right amount
of solicitude that on meeting Lord Gascoyne in town
he greeted me, for him, almost effusively.
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" My wife was quite touched, Rank. Naturally, we
were alarmed, but I fancy it's all right. The other

little chap will soon be on the road to recovery. Come
down with me to-morrow if you are not afraid."

It was exactly what I wanted. The chance might

not again offer itself to carry out my design. I met
Lord Gascoyne at Waterloo, and we travelled down
together. It was the sort of travelling that suited me
to perfection ; a saloon carriage had been reserved for

us, and all along the line we were treated like royalty.

I had been a little surprised that when he and Lady
Gascoyne attended anything in the shape of a function

in the neighbourhood of Hammerton they rode in a

chariot with outriders. The effect was singularly pic-

turesque, and appealed to my Jewish love of colour.

I determined that if ever I succeeded I would retain

the custom.

When we reached Hammerton we found Lady Gas-

coyne at the station, quite radiant. Notwithstanding

that the patient was at the most infectious stage, there

was very little danger, owing to the complete way in

which he had been isolated.

I was the only guest, and we retired early. I had,

of course, seen nothing of Esther Lane. As I walked

on the terrace and smoked my cigar I wondered if she

were thinking of me. I paused at a spot which was
at the extreme end of one of the horns of a semicircle.

At the end opposite to me were the rooms in which

she was nursing her invalid. I stood looking at them
thoughtfully. I was thinking of what Lady Gascoyne

had said as to the disease now being at its most in-

fectious stage. Contact, or the use of the same article,

such as a towel or a handkerchief, might convey the

infection. I might be doing something to advance my
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cause instead of idly puffing at my cigar. The invalid's

rooms were several hundred feet away, and to reach

them I should have to scale a parapet some ten feet

in height, but it was no more than I could manage.

I walked slowly round the semicircle. The night was

strangely mild, and it was not improbable that the

windows would be open.

I knew the apartments. They had once been

occupied by a mad Earl Gascoyne, and had in his day

been securely barred.

These bars had, however, long since been removed,

and I remembered thinking the rooms almost the

pleasantest in the castle. They were some distance

from the rest of the living part. When I reached the

terrace I saw that there was a narrow stone staircase

which I had not before noticed. At the top of this

was an iron gate which would have to be climbed.

Just then I heard steps on the terrace above me, and
I had hardly time to draw into the shadow of a

buttress when Esther Lane appeared, leaning over

the low wall above my head. I threw down my cigar

and stamped on it, for it might have been its scent

borne on the night air which had attracted her.

She looked about her for a few seconds and went
back. I waited for an hour or so until the lights were

turned down for the night. I wondered which of the

two women was watching by the bedside of the invalid.

After a time I ascended the staircase and surveyed

the iron gate at the top. It looked rickety, and it

would be difficult to climb over it without making a

noise. If the trained nurse found me it would not be

easy to explain my presence.

I climbed over the gate and dropped on to the other

side. In the still night air it rattled horribly, but no
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one seemed to have heard. I had on house-shoes, and
stole cautiously forward. I knew that the temporary

hospital was a large room with three windows open-

ing to the ground. Danger being almost out of

the question here, the windows had been left partly

open. I stole cautiously forward and looked in. By
the dim light I saw the sick child lying on a bed well

out in the middle of the room. On a long, low chair

by the fire lay Esther Lane, in a white dressing-gown.

I thought she looked exceedingly beautiful, if a little

worn with watching. Crossing to the window furthest

from where she lay, and having quite assured myself

that she was asleep, I entered cautiously and looked

round. I went first to the door that I knew gave on
to the corridor. Luckily, the key was on the inside,

and I locked it. There was another door leading to

an inner room, which made me a little anxious, as I

concluded that it was occupied by the nurse. It had
no key, and I quietly placed a chair in front of it.

Noiselessly I stole towards the bed. The child's

flushed face was resting on his hand, in which was
clasped a handkerchief. This was the very thing I

wanted, and with infinite care I managed to unclasp

the little fingers and draw it forth without waking
him. Wrapping it in my own handkerchief, I thrust

them both into my pocket.

I had just finished and was turning away when I

became aware that Esther Lane's eyes were slowly

opening upon me.

Luckily she did not cry out, but rose quickly with

a half-smothered exclamation. As I went swiftly but

silently to her I heard the boy stir in the bed behind

me, and we both stood waiting in suspense to see

if he would wake. Luckily he only murmured once
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or twice, and sank to sleep again. I was near the

light, however, and ready to extinguish it at once

should he show the least sign of waking. When his

regular breathing had reassured me I drew her on to

the terrace.

" I was obliged to come," I murmured passionately.
" I had to see you."

" You should not have done it," she said helplessly.—" you should not have done it."

" I am very sorry."

I took my cue and passed into the mood of the reck-

less, love-sick youth. I knew that to feel a passion is

the only way to be convincing.

"'It is dangerous, and most dangerous now." She
began to weep ; she was evidently unstrung from

watching. I drew her away into a sheltered corner

of the battlements, where the moon made it almost

as light as day.

I told her that I was only happy when I was with

her, and that all my days in London were given up
to thinking of her. The poor child believed me. It

appeared that she had been attempting to make some
expiation for what she considered the betrayal of

Lady Gascoyne's confidence by her devotion to Walter

Chard during his illness.

I held her in my arms, and we remained perfectly

happy and in silence for a long time. She certainly

stirred my blood to an extraordinary degree.

She was terrified lest my visit should convey in-

fection to the rest of the household. I reassured her.

At the same time, her having seen me was very awk-
ward. Hers was a character which, impelled by con-

science, might be capable of all sorts of extraordinary

things, great renunciations and burning sacrifices. I
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held out a vague promise of taking her to London
and allowing her to a certain extent to share in my
life. This filled her with a guilty delight, and she clung

to me with a sigh. Love in its fierce, personal aspect

meant more to her than to any woman I have ever met.

The poor little soul went back and procured some
strong stuff with which she instructed me to disinfect

my clothing.

I returned to my room almost laughing with glee

at having the handkerchief from the sick boy's bed

with me.

When I reached my bedroom I packed the two
handkerchiefs carefully up in several layers of paper

and then went to bed. Of course, I had to reckon

with the fact that I might take the infection, but I will

do myself the justice to say that at no time during my
career have I been much affected by a consideration

for my own safety. It has always appeared to me
that an absolute disregard for my life was the only

method on which to proceed.

The next morning I excused myself from accompany-

ing Lord and Lady Gascoyne to church. Lady Gas-

coyne quite sympathised with me.
" A gallop will do you much more good."

I thanked her, but said I preferred a, tramp.

As soon as they had walked over to the church I

made my way to Lord Hammerton's nursery. I was
no stranger to it, and was a favourite with the nurses.

The little viscount knew me quite well, and crowed

directly I appeared.

Old Mrs. Howick looked at me indulgently as I took

the child in my arms. After a time she went into the

inner room, leaving me in possession for a few minutes.

I hastily took out of my pocket the handkerchief,
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which was still wrapped in my own, and let it fall

across the child's face. He clutched it with two little

fat hands, and I allowed him to play with it, and then

thrust it in between his frock and his chest and left

it there. I had previously taken good care to ascer-

tain that it was unmarked, and was not likely to be

recognised.

When the nurse came back I was still playing with

the child, and she took him from me and dressed him
for his morning's outing without discovering the

presence of the handkerchief.

I then went for a long tramp through the woods,

laughing at myself for what I could not help feeling

to be a piece of absurdity. On my return to the house

I went again to the nursery. The little viscount

was asleep, and I managed to extract the handkerchief

and lay it where the air he was breathing must pass

over it. Then I removed it, and congratulated myself

that I had left no foolish clue whereby my action

might be identified. Mrs. Howick was delighted at

my attentions, and told Lady Gascoyne that she

never had seen his lordship take to anyone as he had
taken to me. Inwardly I hoped that he might take

to the infection with even greater ardour.

There was still the question of Esther Lane to be

dealt with, if it were possible to deal with it at all. If

the child should fall ill she would be sure to think of

me and find out whether I had been to visit him. As
is always the case, my romantic susceptibilities had
landed me in a position of danger which all my other

intrigues had not done. If Esther Lane should tell

the truth, my entire house of cards woyld fall to the

ground. The telling of the truth would involve a

general exposure. It would mean farewell to Miss
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Gascoyne, and also the shutting of the gates of Hammer-
ton Castle in my face, which would be a far more fatal

obstacle to my success.

I did not bless the day on which I had met Esther

Lane, and further cursed my own weakness. This

is a habit of men when they have obtained their

desire.

I should have remembered the dictum of a cele-

brated countryman of my own, which prophesies

material doom for those who are unable to control

their affections. He should perhaps have substituted

another word for affections.

There were no measures for self-protection to be

taken as far as I could see. My strongest card was
Esther's love for me, and if that were not strong enough

to prevent her betraying me, nothing would. I had
wit enough to see that it was likely to prove a still

stronger weapon if I kept away from her.

I waited some days, and read one morning in a half-

penny paper which deals in such tittle-tattle that

Lord and Lady Gascoyne were in the greatest anxiety

about their only child, the heir to the title, who was
suffering from a severe attack of scarlet fever.

I had had several false alarms as to whether I myself

had not caught the infection, and having gone to bed

one evening feeling very seedy and convinced that I

had, was not a little relieved on waking the next

morning to find myself perfectly well.

I wrote a note of sympathy to Lady Gascoyne, and
the same day received a wild letter of self-reproach

from Esther Lane. She accused herself of being a

murderess, and of having betrayed Lady Gascoyne's

confidence in the most despicable manner. There

was only one way out of her misery, she declared, and



ISRAEL RANK 335

that was by suicide. I hardly dared hope that she

would take any step so drastic, or so convenient. I

was much reassured as to my own safety by her im-

ploring me not to write to her, as she did not know
what might happen, and if her correspondence were

opened it might involve my ruin, and she blamed

nobody but herself.

The unexpected happened. Lord Hammerton died,

and I was now very near the succession indeed.

This was the time to strike. Whatever happened,

Lord Gascoyne must go, and as quickly as possible.

I was asked down to the funeral. Lady Gascoyne

wrote me a heart-broken letter, recalling the fondness

of the dead child for me.

Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne and Edith had returned to

London the day before the catastrophe
" It seems, Israel," said Mr. Gascoyne, " as if the

direct line were doomed to extinction. I sincerely

pray that the title may never pass to me. It would

be really very inconvenient at my time of life and with

all my other interests. It is not likely, however, for

my life is not as good a one as most people imagine."

I looked at him earnestly. This was the first I had
heard of his health being anything but exceedingly

good.

He interpreted my glance in his own way.
" Don't be alarmed, Israel. Nothing immediate

is likely to happen, but my doctor tells me my heart

is not the sound organ it ought to be, and that I must
be very careful."

" You must leave as much of the work to me as

possible, sir," I said feelingly.

" So I do, so I do, Israel ; but you don't want to

turn me out altogether, do you ?"
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I looked hurt.
" My dear boy," he continued good-humouredly, " I

should not have ventured to take so long a holiday if

I had not had you to depend on. Let us go to lunch

and talk things over."

I found that talking things over meant that he was
anxious to make matters easier for my marriage, and,

in fact, he made them so easy that Miss Gascoyne and
I were able to fix a date within two months of their

return.

Once we were married I did not mind so much what
Edith discovered. Nevertheless, I had to admit that

if I was frightened of anybody I was frightened of my
future wife. I had imagined at one time that it would
be possible to live with her on quite a dignified, un-

familiar footing, but I had now realised what I ought
to have guessed before, that Miss Gascoyne to the man
she loved was very different from the woman the world

knew. Perhaps that is a wrong way of putting it.

She was English, and a certain self - consciousness

towards the world at large was born of a morbid dread

of betraying the strength of her nature to the vulgar.
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Although Sibella had more or less accustomed herself

to the idea of my marriage, the nearness of its approach

gave her somewhat of a shock. Woman-like, she

wanted to meet Miss Gascoyne, but on this point I

was firm. After we had been married some time such

a thing might be possible, but not till then. Per-

sonally, I had no intention of bringing about the

introduction. The women with whom one has re-

lations axe best kept apart. A chance word or look,

unsuspected even by ourselves, might give a clue to

the truth. The whole thing would make me too

nervous. She asked me whether if Lionel died I

would break off my engagement and marry her. I

replied that of course I would do so, and though I do
not suppose she believed it any more than I meant
it, the statement seemed to comfort her mightily.

Mr. Gascoyne and I went down to Lord Hammerton's
funeral.

We only saw Lady Gascoyne for a moment. She
was too overwhelmed to hold conversation with any-

one for long. Lord Gascoyne was wonderfully self-

controlled, but he looked very careworn. I had begun
to understand him, and I could see that he was much
touched by Mr. Gascoyne's solicitude. He mentioned

Miss Lane in the course of the morning.
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" She is utterly broken down. She seems to have

some idea that carelessness on her part is responsible.

Of course, it is nobody's fault, although I think we
ought to have gone away directly Walter fell ill. How-
ever, it is no use saying what ought to have been done."

" What is the doctor's opinion as to how the infection

was carried ?" ventured Mr. Gascoyne.
" He seems utterly perplexed. From what I can

gather from the other doctors he is not to blame. He
blames himself, of course. Well, it is a great grief to us,

but we shall get over it ; and, after all, we axe young."
I knew what he meant, and I could only sincerely

hope that my chance might come soon.

The funeral was extremely stately for so small a
corpse. The tiny coffinwas borne into the castle church

on a bier that had evidentlybeen accustomed to heavier

burdens. The church was full. It was quite evident

that as regards that part of the country the heir of the

Gascoynes was considered an almost royal personage.

Esther Lane was in the church, looking terribly

worn and ill. Once I thought she glanced at me
almost fiercely, but she wore a crape veil, and I could

not be sure. I did not see her, for Mr. Gascoyne and I

returned to town in the evening. Two days later,

however, when I was dressing for dinner, a note was
brought up to me in her handwriting. The lady,

the man said, would wait for an answer. I opened it

in almost a fever of excitement, fully expecting to

read that conscience had won the day, and that she

had confessed all, but the note only asked me to see

her. Two minutes later she was in my room and in

my arms sobbing wildly, but declaring that, however
much she was prepared to sacrifice herself, she would

not betray me.
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She was thirsting for some little display of love.

Her loneliness had been more than she could bear, and

her guilt had added to its terrors. Poor little soul

!

my love meant so much to her that in a few minutes

she was smiling almost cheerfully.

She had told them at Hammerton that her nerves

were on the point of breaking down, and that she

must have change ; and she was now on her way to

spend a few weeks with some friends in the North.

I showed her how we might steal two days on her

return and spend them together at a small seaside

village that I knew of on the Yorkshire coast. It

would be very near my marriage-day, and it was the

sort of thing which always held vague possibilities of

discovery, but still I am glad I risked it.

Esther interested me enormously. I had never

come across quite her type before. That, with her

high moral stamina, she should so completely accept

any scheme of deception which I chose to propose

was extraordinary, but so it was. With me she seemed
to have no will but mine.

It was curious that she did not reproach me with

the death of Lord Hammerton, but hers was not the

nature to blame others for any guilt of which she had
to admit a share.

She must have concluded that my visiting Lord
Hammerton's nursery the.morning after I had been in

Walter Chard's sick-room was responsible for the

tragedy.

I had expected a torrent of reproaches on this score,

and was very pleased that she said nothing. The
curious moral numbness from which she suffered when
with me seemed to have put the memory of it out of

her mind.

22—2



CHAPTER XXV

I now made the great mistake of my career.

I had so far proceeded with extraordinary delibera-

tion. I had from the first realised the danger of hurry.

For a time I forgot caution, and that is why I, Israel

Bank Gascoyne, Earl Gascoyne, Viscount Hammerton,
am writing my memoirs in a condemned cell instead of

living in almost feudal splendour in Hammerton Castle.

As Lord Gascoyne had said, he and his wife were

young, and there was every prospect of another heir.

I had no time to lose. The way in which all the

heirs of the House of Gascoyne had died off was be-

ginning to attract attention. People had discovered

that I was very close to the succession, and I was now
a welcome guest at many houses which had hitherto

been closed to me. Lady Branksome had evidently

taken back her remark about the synagogue, for she

was sweetness itself. Sibella appreciated my position

fully, and began to regret her marriage with Lionel,

saying that she had made a great mistake, and that

she ought to have waited. She had long since told

me that Lionel bored her terribly.

" He isn't even wicked or vicious," she complained ;

" he is only weak."

I said that I was astonished that she should have
taken so long to discover so obvious a fact.

340
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She might have answered, had she been clever

enough, that in a woman's eyes the fine animal will

stand for a great many virtues, and that the illusion

has a habit of lasting a very long while. The truth of

the matter was, however, that the thoroughly un-

healthy life which Lionel led had quite destroyed any
physical charm he had ever possessed. He developed

a capacity for middle age which was quite startling.

He might have possessed Jewish blood, judging by
the speed of his transition from slim boyishness to

stale maturity. Sibella, who was extraordinarily

fastidious on the subject of physical beauty, noticed

it very soon. Considering that she was married to him,

the discovery did her credit. I have known so many
people marry for beauty and afterwards show the

most extraordinary callousness to its decay. I sup-

pose the romantic resource of most people gives out

after one attack.

Sibella's was not the kind of organisation to become
phlegmatic. Robbed of her essential food—excite-

ment—she would have become querulous and irrit-

able, but she could never settle into the easy-going.

It was a proof of her opulent temperament that I

verily believe she had been somewhat in love with

Lionel and myself at the same time. Lionel now
grated on her in proportion to the fascination he had
once exercised.

I was only afraid 'that she might find my divided

attention all too insufficient. Sir Anthony Cross had
somewhat dropped off. The pertinacity of the most
fervid lover cannot withstand perpetual disappoint-

ment, and he was beginning to realise that he had
set his heart on the moon. I think he realised also

that I was laughing at him for the effusive civility
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with which he had treated me whilst he thought I

was playing his game, a civility which had long since

given way to marked coolness. This I did not mind,
for the time had now passed when he could be useful

to me. I should have attempted to conciliate him if

I had thought otherwise. I knew that in his heart of

hearts he had always disliked me, though at the same
time my Jewish blood taught me not to create one
more enemy than was necessary.

My marriage drew near, and a cloud of family con-

nections descended on Miss Gascoyne. People who
would some time before have denied that I was in any
way connected with the Gascoynes, thought it such a
nice thing that she was marrying one of the family,

and though it was improbable that dear Mr. Rank
would ever succeed, still, one never knew ; whilst any
reference to my Jewish blood was no doubt met with

:

* Oh, I don't know ; perhaps a very slight strain

which, considering my appearance, was ridiculous.

I went the length of presenting myself with a wedding-

gift from the imaginary Parsons family. It was the

sort of thing which I did not like doing. It is always

difficult to say how active deception in small things

will end, and no wise criminal encumbers himself with

a number of petty deceptions. They clog his foot-

steps, and, besides, the trifles of life should be used to

build up a reputation for veracity and good fellowship.

It is limiting to play for small stakes. An attention

to detail is imperative, but the detail must be essential

and not superfluous. Still, considering that I had
made so much of the Parsons' devotion to me, it

would have looked strange if they had not sent me
something, even from Canada.



CHAPTER XXVI

I cannot quite decide whether it was the'prepara-

tions and natural excitement consequent on my
marriage, or whether much success had made me
careless, but certain it was that I conducted my cam-
paign against Lord Gascoyne, the most delicate affair

of all, with a lack of forethought which candour compels
me to admit has very justly brought me to this place.

I believe it would have been better if I had dealt

with him some time before. Now I come to think the

matter over, it would obviously have been better to

leave the Reverend Henry alive, and to have waited

my opportunity in the case of Lord Hammerton. I

should then have appeared so much further from the

succession that suspicion would not have been aroused.

In the first place, I was much too hasty in deciding

on the means by which I intended to remove Lord
Gascoyne. To have decided on vulgar, common-place
poison at such a crisis was an error in judgment for

which there is really no excuse.

Miss Gascoyne and I were to spend a few days at

Hammerton at the conclusion of our honeymoon, and
I chose that occasion for the completion of my task.

It would then be practically finished, for I had no
intention of getting rid of Mr. Gascoyne. A natural

feeling of gratitude towards so excellent a man was my
343
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first objection, and I did not think there would be

any necessity. I should not, I imagined, have long

to wait, and a few years in the position of heir would
be by no means unpleasant.

I was obliged to ask Lionel and Sibella to my
wedding, but Sibella, I was glad to find, had not the

least intention of being present. She made herself

perfectly ill about it, and my one prayer was that she

might not become hysterical. Women in a state of

hysteria do such extraordinary things.

We were married somewhat quietly, considering all

things. I don't think my wife ever looked more
beautiful. Hers was too deep a nature not to take so

serious a thing as marriage somewhat sadly. The
service, to my mind, was a little cold. My taste for

ritual was Oriental, and I could have wished that my
wife-elect had belonged to the Roman communion
in order that there might have been more splendour.

I should have been quite prepared to become a nominal

child of Rome had it been necessary.

We spent our somewhat short honeymoon at a place

called the Green Manor, a small country-house belong-

ing to Lord and Lady Gascoyne, a fact which quite

placed us as a married couple.

I had manoeuvred so that our honeymoon should be

a short one, giving as a plea that Mr. Gascoyne's

health was far from good, and that I did not care to

neglect the business. My wife at once fell in with

the idea. The truth of the matter was that I was
anxious for our visit to Hammerton to take place as

soon as possible. With my marriage, however, there

came a new terror into my life. I was full of fear that

I might say something in my sleep which might give

a clue to my secret. A chance word might do it. Still,
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it was a risk I was obliged to take. If I had been in

love with my wife to a certain extent before marriage,

I cannot say that my passion lasted very long. I

fancy she brought to what I had always looked upon
as a delirious relaxation too strenuous an ideal. With
her it could not have been otherwise. I managed to

conceal the fact from her with considerable success,

but the truth was that she got on my nerves. She
was a great creature, but she was on a different plane

from myself, and it made things very difficult. A good
woman, however, being without experience, is always

more easily deceived. If this were not so the artificial

arrangements which are supposed to safeguard society

would have disappeared long ago.

The life she was always sketching out for us, to

her so beautiful and noble, was to me excessively

dreary. Doing good appeared to be its chief enter-

tainment. We were apparently to spend our money

—

all too little for the wants of a young couple who wished

to make a decent figure in society—on other people.

I foresaw a very speedy parting of our ways. I was
strong, and she was strong, and it was impossible that

either should impose views on the other. She was
one of those women who are perfectly prepared to

follow love to heaven, but who have not the least

intention of being led in the contrary direction. Con-

science with her was supreme. I was determined,

however, that nothing should appear at all wrong
during Mr. Gascoyne's lifetime, or until I was in safe

possession of Hammerton and the title. Mr. Gascoyne's

fortune amounted to close on a hundred thousand

pounds. This would, I knew, come to my wife and
myself, and if I suffered defeat, it would be a very

pleasant addition to our own capital ; and though I did
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not think that, except in extreme circumstances, Mr.

Gascoyne was likely to leave his money away from us,

it was possible that if he had an idea that I was not

making quite the husband he expected he might settle

it somewhat too exclusively on Edith.

I set myself, therefore, to study the art of con-

cealing from her that her ideals bored me, and that

her outlook on life was too serious. At the same
time I bantered her a little, and tried to bring her into

an atmosphere of gaiety. She was ready to attempt

a greater levity of manner to please me. The effort

was somewhat of a failure, for saints off their

pedestals never present an absolutely dignified appear-

ance.

Our honeymoon was a success, however. A man
of taste and imagination can never be quite dull

when in possession of a beautiful woman, not, at

any rate, until the novelty has worn off. Serious

though Edith was, she did not exhaust herself in a

fortnight.

We arrived at Hammerton in due course, to find

Mr. and Mrs. Gascoyne of the party. The reception

that Lord and Lady Gascoyne gave us was quite

feudal and eminently flattering. I inwardly promised

his lordship that if it were in my power he should have
a magnificent funeral.

It was quite a family gathering. Naturally, we had
not expected many people to be asked to meet us, as

they were still in deep mourning. It had been very

nice of them to ask us at all, considering the circum-

stances. I had grown so accustomed to pose as one

of the mourners at a tragedy of my own making that

the situation had ceased even to possess weirdness.

It was a little awkward that my wife took an imme-
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diate fancy to Esther Lane. It was surely against all

the laws of human nature that Esther Lane should

reciprocate the liking.

It seemed to me that from the moment she met my
wife her whole manner towards me changed.

I think she began instinctively to distrust a man
who could behave so badly—from her point of view

—

to a woman like Edith. I don't think she entirely

believed all I had said about my marriage being one

of mere convenience. Before I had had an oppor-

tunity of seeing her alone, in the course of a few re-

marks which we hurriedly interchanged while we were

looking over some songs after dinner, she told me that

she could not understand any man not loving a woman
so beautiful and good. I could see that without

saying as much she was a little surprised that Edith

and I should have come together. She had a fine

instinct and perhaps realised how unsuited we must be.

I was anxious to have a private conversation with

her, but she declared that it was quite impossible,

that she was not so depraved as I imagined her

to be.

When I did manage to get a few words with her

alone I found that she was adamant. It was certain

that she had changed to 1 an extraordinary degree,

and somehow she gave me an uncomfortable and some-

what sinister impression of being a possible danger.

She did not deny that she still loved me a great deal

too much for her own peace of mind, and I have no
doubt that if I had had a free hand as to the time I

could spend with her I might have had my own way,
but I was occupied witjh other things, and in particular

I was occupied with Lord Gascoyne.

I had decided that after dinner, whilst Lord Gas-
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coyne and I were sitting over our wine I would try,

if possible, to carry out the finishing stroke of my
policy.

Evening after evening I sat within arm's length of

him without the desired opportunity occurring.

Lord Gascoyne was in the habit of drinking claret

after dinner. His cellar of this wine was quite re-

markable. He was, however, a moderate drinker,

and I do not think that beyond a couple of glasses

after dinner he ever took anything at all. Sometimes
he drank whisky-and-soda in the smoking-room, but

very rarely. Indeed, we were a most abstemious

couple.

It was towards the end of my visit when the

opportunity occurred. One evening as we were

sitting over our wine a servant came in and announced
that there was a fellow-magistrate in the justice-

room who wished to see him, if only for two minutes.

He left the room, saying that he would not be long,

and with the usual conventional admonition to help

myself. Now was my chance. My courage failed

me for a few minutes, and then I made the greatest

mistake I could have done. His glass was empty,

and so I poisoned what remained in the bottle. As
I had the bottle in my hand a servant entered in

search of Lord Gascoyne's eyeglasses. He saw me
with the bottle in my hand, and noticing that my
glass was empty, and knowing I drank port, filled it.

As I was wondering what I should do, Lord Gascoyne
re-entered and seated himself.

I gazed at the bottle before him, fascinated. I

would have given worlds to get rid of it. Just as I

was thinking of doing something to upset it, he poured

out a glass and began to drink it. I saw at once the
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whole chain of mistakes. I was the only person in

the room. I had been seen with the bottle in my
hand. It would be next to impossible to destroy the

bottle with its damning evidence. I had also obtained

the arsenic from a chemist in the ordinary way. I

had signed the wrong name, and if I were recognised

that would make the matter worse. I had every

motive for the crime—a motive which would stand

out with startling clearness after Lord Gascoyne's

death. I had felt nervous before. Now I experi-

enced a sensation of acute terror. I must have shown
it to some extent, for I turned pale, and Lord Gascoyne

asked me whether I was ill. I declared I felt quite

well, although at the moment he was taking another

glass of claret.

I realised with an extraordinary feeling of depres-

sion that I was a clumsy murderer walking about like

any ordinary criminal with blood-red hands, and
trusting that nobody would notice their colour.

I watched Lord Gascoyne drinking his claret with

sinking spirits, and could only pray that he might be

one of those people who possess an inexplicable

immunity to the poison I had used. It was not our

custom to remain long over our wine, and in about a

quarter of an hour we joined the three women in a

small octagonal room off the picture-gallery. As Lord
Gascoyne and I walked along the dimly-lighted

picture-gallery towards the little room at the end I felt

as if I were in a dream. It seemed as if the presage

of a Nemesis, tardy but terrible, were upon me. The
dark figures on the canvas stared down upon him as

he passed, claiming him as one of their ghostly com-
pany ; and I almost thought that his own picture,

high above the great mantelpiece carved in hundreds
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of twisted forms by Grinling Gibbons, shivered as he

walked below it. I expected every moment a cry of

pain or the first moan of faintness. I had to pull

myself together, and by the time we reached the

others I had regained complete control. Lord Gas-

coyne always drank tea instead of coffee after dinner,

and on occasions like this there were no servants, and
it was made in a delightfully informal way by Esther

Lane. She asked me to carry Lord Gascoyne's cup to

him, which I did and he took it from me with

murmured thanks.

I must still have shown traces of my recent agita-

tion, for my wife drew the attention of the others to

my pallor. She had hardly done so when Lord
Gascoyne's cup fell with a crash to the ground, and

he sank back into his chair in a dead faint.

The others went towards him at once, as I did also

after the first moment.
Lady Gascoyne said something about brandy, and

Esther hurried from the room to obtain it. Lord

Gascoyne had somewhat recovered by the time she

returned, but very shortly relapsed into another faint.

I saw that my purpose was accomplished, and that

before morning only Mr. Gascoyne would stand

between myself and all I coveted. Lord Gascoyne

retired in indescribable pain to his bedroom, and a

groom was despatched for the doctor. As for myself,

I hurried to the dining-room in the hope of being

able to do away with the decanter of claret con-

taining the evidence of guilt. If the decanter were

discovered, I should immediately fall under suspicion.

It could not be otherwise. Well, I must be as calm

as possible. On entering the dining-room I saw at

once that the decanter had been removed. My oppor-
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tunity of destroying all chance of detection was over.

In reality it was here that I made the fatal mis-

take, for I should have obtained possession of the

decanter at all costs and destroyed it, or at least have

cleansed it. I should have invented some excuse,

seeing its paramount importance to me. I was, how-

ever, too nervous of arousing suspicion. In fact, I

had lost my nerve for the time being without realising

it. It is certain that had I been as cool and self-

possessed as I am now I should not be here. I allowed

the golden opportunity to slip. There was some
excuse. Lord Gascoyne was momentarily growing

worse. Everyone in the castle was in a state of

alarm. I was seldom alone, for my wife hardly left

me except when she could be of use. I cursed

myself for my stupidity in not choosing a more rapid

poison. I might at least have given the foolish

doctors an opportunity of declaring death to be due

to natural causes. The learned fellows require so

little encouragement to commit blunders.

I remember well the electric shock I received when,

towards the morning, one of the doctors stopped me
in the corridor and said something about its looking

very much as if Lord Gascoyne had been poisoned.
" Poisoned ?" I asked in surprise.

" Yes ; he must have eaten something which was
poisoned. One never knows in these days of food

adulteration. One is safe nowhere—not even at the

best tables."

I felt almost inclined to say that doctors themselves

were curiously lax on the subject, but I was too much
alarmed at his having put his finger on the spot at

once to enter into an abstract discussion on the ethics

of the medical profession.
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I was drawing him out in order to see how much he

had guessed, when his colleague came out of Lord
Gascoyne's apartment and called him in. Coming
along the corridor I met Esther Lane, seeking for

news. I went towards her. Was it my fancy, or did

she shrink from me ? It seemed to me that she did,

but I was in a weak, morbid state of mind, in which

I was a prey to fears of my own shadow. It was a

dreary trio that met round the breakfast-table. Lady
Gascoyne did not appear, and Esther always took her

meals with her charge, except when she was specially

asked by Lady Gascoyne to join herself and her

friends.

One of the doctors came in, but brought only bad
news. In answer to Mrs. Gascoyne's inquiries he

threw up his hands.
" We do not know what to make of it, and "

He paused, as if afraid to go on.

" Please tell us," said my wife anxiously.

" Well, of course, while there is life there is hope,

but "

" You don't think
"

" I am afraid we must prepare for the worst."

There was a long pause. The two women were

horrified. I rose and went to the window, as I knew
not what guilt my face might betray.

Suddenly the end came. A wail shivered down
the corridors, and then, from where I was watching

the bedroom door, I saw Lady Gascoyne led out by
Edith. After a, few minutes the two doctors came

out, and in answer to my question, explained that all

was over. I -carried the news to Mrs. Gascoyne.

She was terribly distressed, and asked me to wire for

her husband, which of course I did. It suddenly

Digitized by



ISRAEL RANK 353

struck me that it might be possible to obtain the

decanter that evening at dinner. I supposed there

would be dinner. There usually is, even at moments
of the greatest stress. Curiously enough, the whole

thing once over, I began to recover my nerve rapidly,

and by the time Mr. Gascoyne had arrived I was quite

myself. I did not know that, even at that moment,
the junior doctor was conducting an examination into

what Lord Gascoyne had eaten and drunk the evening

before, and giving orders that everything which had
been left was to remain untouched.

I think such a knowledge would have tempted me
to buy some means of retiring from the scene on an
emergency. I had not even a loaded revolver. It

was evident I was not the clever person I had imagined

myself to be.

Mr. Gascoyne could hardly believe the news.
" Israel, it is terrible. There seems to be a curse on

the family." He was silent for a few moments, and
then continued thoughtfully :

" Israel, has it struck you
what this means to you ? Failing male heirs, the title

descends through a woman. Your grandfather would
have been the last male heir, therefore your mother

would have succeeded as his heiress, and then you."

We had talked this over before, but I pretended to

think of it deeply, as if it now presented itself to me
seriously for the first time.

" Of course, it has struck me, but the possibilities

seemed so remote."
" They are close enough now. It would seem as if

Fate had been on your side."

I certainly hoped that it was. He little knew that

that fate in its concrete formwas sitting opposite tohim.
" What do you think was the cause of death, Israel ?"

23
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" Nobody seems quite to know."
" He looked just that sinewy, tough sort of man

who was likely to live for ever."

I was silent.

"There must have been something organically

wrong," Mr. Gascoyne continued.

I was still silent, meditating whether I should tell

him what the doctor had hinted at as regards poison.

I decided that it would be better to do so. It would

look very strange if he should discover that the doctor

had already suggested such a thing to me, and that I

had ignored the fact.

" Dr. PhiUimore thinks that death must have been

caused by some violent poison."
" Poison ? Impossible !"

"So I said. I don't suppose he meant for one

moment that anybody had poisoned him."

I regretted this remark. It might rouse suspicions

in his brain. The nervous analysis of everything I

said was becoming automatic.
" He was taken ill directly after dinner, you say ?"

" When we left the dining-room."
'
' If it had been anything he had eaten you would all

have been taken ill as well."

" It would seem so. At least, I don't know. There

may have been some dish which we others did not

touch."

"It is all very mysterious, but it is quite possible

that the doctors may be wrong."
" Oh, quite," I said dryly.

The rest of the drive he spent in asking after Lady
Gascoyne, and for other details of the affair.

As we entered the great hall I saw the two doctors

at a distant window in earnest consultation.
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They came forward and greeted Mr. Gascoyne as the

They had evidently been waiting for him. Dr.

Phillimore, the younger of the two, who had been

called in in consultation, said at once :

" Dr. Grange is anxious for a private interview with

you when you are at liberty."

I had from the first felt nervous of Dr. Phillimore,

He was evidently a man of exceptional intellectual

power. He had a massive, square forehead, and a

strong resolute face with an expression of great alert-

ness. Even now, although he had had no rest for

twenty-four hours, he showed few traces of fatigue.

Dr. Grange, on the other hand, looked worn and jaded

to a degree, and would, I am sure, had he been left

to himself, have retired to rest before taking any
further steps in the matter. I did not know that,

whilst I had been out, Dr. Phillimore had been making
extensive inquiries, and that he had already placed

under lock and key everything which had been on
the table the night before.

It appeared that he had once before been concerned

in a poisoning case. Decidedly my good fortune had
been on the wane without my knowing it. I think

his previous experience had somewhat obsessed him
with the idea that poisoners were everywhere. Only
in this way can I account for the unerring ability with

which he followed up every clue.

I was beginning to feel more and more uncomfort-

able, and when Mr. Gascoyne and the two doctors dis-

appeared into the library—I had not been invited to

be present—I felt much like the criminal who in a

moment of panic betrays his guilt by flight.

My wife came to me once or twice ; but she was a

Earl.
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great deal with Lady Gascoyne, or rather stayed just

within call, for Lady Gascoyne was a proud woman,
and preferred to suffer in solitude.

Whilst the consultation was proceeding in the

library, I remained in the corridor outside, controlling

my agitation with really wonderful success. As I

stood in the dusk looking out through the open window,

round which climbed June roses and clematis, Esther

Lane stole up to me.

So ghostlike and silent had been her approach that

I gave a cry as her eyes met mine. On further recol-

lection, the sound I made was a smothered yell. It

was a sound which now seems to me to have been full

of a confession of guilt.

For a moment she did not even say she was sorry

she had startled me. She was evidently too amazed
at my display of nerves. I even think that a faintly

defined ghost of suspicion floated through her mind.

At any rate, the incident seemed to widen the gulf

between us.

" This is terrible, is it not ?" she said.

" It is terrible."

" And but for me Lady Gascoyne would have had
her child to console her." She covered her face with

her hands.
" I do not think you ought to put it like that," I

said gently.

" The doctors say he was poisoned. It is strange,

is it not?"
" It is strange," I answered.

The sunset hour, the knowledge that the three men
in the library were hovering over an undetected crime,

invested the situation with a deep gloom. The ghost-

like figure of Esther at my side, from whom remorse
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and suffering had taken something of her bloom,

seemed to me made for suffering. I felt that Fate

had marked her out for some terrible experiment in

sorrow ; that grief had chosen her for its own, and
that I ought to have foreseen it.

I had made the cardinal error of allying myself with

a soul that was moving in a cycle of sorrows. It was
curious that I should not have detected a fact now so

apparent. One should always seek the companion-

ship of the joyous. To walk with those who are

wedded by Fate to grief is to play with fire. It is to

step within influences that may destroy us. So much
of the mystical I can infer. There is hidden meaning
in the phrase, ' Let the dead bury their dead.' She
seemed to be afraid of her own company, and I think

sought mine out of pure loneliness. I was too absorbed,

however, in my own danger to comfort her. What had
she to fear compared to me ? She had lost something

which was of purely conventional value, whilst I might

be in danger of losing the essentials, life and liberty.

" I am very unhappy," she said, in her low, musical

voice, with the curious thrilling vibration that had
given it such an appeal for me. "I feel as if somehow
I had meant nothing but sorrow and grief to this place,

as if I were of ill omen. Of course, it is presumptuous

of me to even think of myself as being of so much im-

portance."
u You seem to think very little of me now," I mur-

mured. It seemed unchivalrous not to render her

some comfort of the heart.

She was silent for a moment, and then pulled herself

together. •;

" I am afraid I think of you too much."
Even at that moment I was moved in my essential
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sex vanity, and was prepared to play the lover if it

were worth while.

" You have been very unkind lately, Esther."

I touched her lightly with my hand. She drew
away from me.

" I think you are wicked, and I know that what
has been must be expiated. That is an inevitable

law."

I shivered. There was a stern intensity in her voice

despite its music.
" Yes," she continued, " I love you still, but I have

no joy in doing so. If by dying I could make you
better, I would willingly die, but I could never

again "

She broke off abruptly, but I knew what she had
intended saying, and I also knew that she meant it.

She moved away, and left me peering out into the

dark, mechanically trying to distinguish the features

of the landscape as they became more and more blurred

by the gathering dusk.

Finally, I heard the library door open behind me,

but pretended not to have done so. I started with

feigned surprise when Mr. Gascoyne touched me on
the arm. The little piece of acting was quite unneeded,

but it denoted the nervous necessity that I felt for

dissimulation. One glance at his face, even in the

dusk, reassured me that, so far, I was not in any way
an object of suspicion.

" There will have to be an inquest, Israel. Philli-

more is convinced that Gascoyne was poisoned. I

think his insistence on the point rather annoys Dr.

Grange."
" I concluded that an inquest would be necessary.

When is it to be held ?"
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" Phillimore has wired to London for a specialist in

poisons, and the post-mortem will take place directly

he arrives. It appears that Phillimore was mixed up
in the Greybridge poisoning case, and knows a good
deal about these things. Not," he added hastily, " that

there is the least suspicion of foul play."

Phillimore was evidently a highly unpleasant fellow,

and I would willingly have pushed him over the battle-

ments if occasion had offered. I made myself very

civil to him, however. I was told that he had gone

into the kitchen and superintended the cooking of

everything which was sent upstairs. This had the

effect of frightening all the servants into fits, and half

of them were already complaining of imaginary internal

aches and pains.

I saw the humour of the situation, notwithstanding

my alarm, but the others did not. They sat round the

table with the conventional Christian look of gloom
which is considered suitable when a brother Christian

has, presumably, entered into a state of bliss.

After dinner I went and sat with my wife and Mrs.

Gascoyne. They informed me that Lady Gascoyne,

thoroughly worn out, had fallen asleep.

" I am afraid the most terrible moment of all for her

will be when she wakes up to find that it is not a

dream but a reality."

Frankly, I thought worse sorrows might have be-

fallen a woman with three-quarters of a million of her

own, who still retained youth and beauty, not to

speak of being a dowager Countess. No, it was
impossible to feel very sorry for Lady Gascoyne.

Nobody realises the tragedies of love better than I

do, but at the same time one cannot forget that lovers

for the beautiful and rich are to be found every hour
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of the day. She had bought a title and a lover once.

She might conceivably do so again.

Of course, grief is always terrible, but the most
terrible thing in the whole world is poverty. I do not

deny that it may be a vice to attach the importance

to wealth that I have done. I have never concealed

from myself the fact that my mind is glamoured and
decadent. Poverty, it is true, is comparative, but to

have to endure that which is relative poverty is a slow

torture which has no equal.

The conversation at the dinner-table had dwelt

with a mournful decency on the probable cause of

death.
" It must have been something in the food," held

Dr. Phillimore.
" If that is so, why is no one else ill ?" And Dr.

Grange looked as if he had effectually crushed his

colleague.

" It may have been something of which the others

did not partake. I have had all saucepans, cooking-

utensils, food, dishes, and wine used last night isolated

and locked away."

I stared at him, petrified. It was the first time I

had been brought face to face with the hard fact that

the claret decanter would be thoroughly examined. I

passed a gruesome ten minutes, but managed to main-

tain my composure and take my share of the conversa-

tion.

" Dr. Grange thinks the cause of death may be some-

thing quite different from poison," explained Dr. Philli-

more, turning to the rest of the company.
I think Mr. Gascoyne, whose instinct for character

was not his strong point, also felt that Dr. Phillimore

was somewhat premature in his conclusions, that, in
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fact, he was rather officious and inclined to treat us

all like children. With my special knowledge I was,

of course, able to appreciate his real value, though,

even had I been a mere spectator, I think I should

have set him down at a glance as a man of first-class

brain-power.

The great specialist arrived whilst we were at dinner.

He was a man of opulent, indeed quite princely de-

meanour. Unlike PhiUimore, whose exterior bore a

certain ruggedness, his power was concealed by an
outward courtliness that might have deceived the

unwary. Personally, I felt it at once.

He went into consultation with his brethren, and
I learned afterwards that he speedily came to the

opinion that Lord Gascoyne had died of a violent

irritant poison.

All these details were kept from Lady Gascoyne as

much as possible, and it was not till after the post-

mortem that she learned what had taken place. I

saw by the look of perplexity in the faces of the three

doctors that they were puzzled at what they had
found. I had already resigned myself to the fact that

the poison would be found in the bottle of claret.

The wretched thing, with other food which was to

be examined, was locked up in a strong room, of

which Dr. Grange held the key. Figuratively, I was
before that strong room every precious hour that

passed, wondering how it might be opened. How
wretchedly I had overreached myself ! However, it

was done. It was of no use to whine. I must fight

until the whole thing was decided against me.

The doctors were quite secret over what they had
discovered, but I kept Dr. PhiUimore well under

observation. He left the house soon after the post-
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mortem, and drove off in the direction of Gaythorpe,

a town about five miles away. I knew what he had
done. He had written his telegram before leaving

the house, and I read it on the blotting-paper by
means of a looking-glass. It was as I thought. The
message was a telegram to Scotland Yard asking for

a detective. While he was doing this, the poison

expert was examining the food.

I tramped the battlements for one hour making up
my mind as to what I should do in case the charge

should be made against me.

I did not make the mistake of dwelling on those

points of the case which were in my favour. I kept

my attention fixed on those that seemed most damning.

My own guilt, viewing it as I did from the inside,

seemed easily susceptible of proof, but I had to re-

member that a detective, however expert, would
approach the matter.from a totally different stand-

point. He was, after all, an outsider, and I must try

and put myself in his position if possible.

It took me a long time to decide my course of

action should suspicion fall upon me. I also began to

grow uneasy as to whether I had left anything in my
house at Clapham which might furnish a clue to my
movements during my former operations. I was
sorry I had concealed the existence of the house.

If I were arrested the grief of Mr. Gascoyne and
my wife would be rather trying, but I had counted

the cost of discovery when I originally set out on my
adventures.

Mr. Gascoyne was busily occupied in arranging for

the funeral.

I was very anxious to discover whether there was
any likelihood of a posthumous heir.
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I noticed that Mr. Gascoyne did not so far permit

himself to be addressed as the Earl.

The inquest was held the next day. The detective,

I knew, had arrived the night before, and was making
inquiries. In the morning he was standing in the

hall as I passed towards the breakfast - room. I knew
perfectly well he was waiting to see me, and the swift

glance I took at his face convinced me that he was on
the right track.

I felt a terrible shock, notwithstanding the fact that

I had been steeling myself eyer since Lord Gascoyne's

death to meet such a situation.

The specialist was the only occupant of the break-

fast-room when I entered. I had not seen him or

his brethren since early the evening before.

" Have you arrived at the cause of Lord Gascoyne's

death ?" I asked.
" Poison," he said shortly.

I started, as if immensely surprised.

" Then Dr. Phillimore was right. Something in the

food, I suppose ?"

He hesitated.
rt We don't quite know. We have not finished our

investigation yet."

This I knew was not true. The detective had
evidently asked him, if his own discretion had not

prompted him, to hold his tongue.

The specialist volunteered no more information,

and in a few minutes my wife and Mrs. Gascoyne
joined us.
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The inquest took place in the justice-room.

It was not deemed probable that it would be neces-

sary to summon Lady Gascoyne as witness. The
evidence of the others who had been in the room at

the time when Lord Gascoyne was taken ill was con-

sidered sufficient. The statement I had already made
to the coroner's officer was quite simple. I declared

that I had not noticed any signs of illness on the part

of Lord Gascoyne till we reached the room where the

ladies were. There had certainly been nothing to

arouse anxiety before we left the table.

The depositions of myself, Mrs. Gascoyne, my wife,

and Miss Lane were taken first, and they then passed

on to the medical evidence.

Dr. Grange was the first to be examined. He
stated that on reaching the castle he found Lord Gas-

coyne in such a serious state that he immediately sent

for the assistance of Dr. Phillimore. The latter seemed
to think that Lord Gascoyne was suffering from

poisoning, an opinion which he had not at first shared.

At the post-mortem, however, a sufficient amount of

arsenic was found in the body to have caused death.

Dr. PhiUimore's evidence was identical, but it was
easy to see that it was he who had guided Dr. Grange's

opinion.
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Finally, the expert was called, and the detective

glanced at me to see what effect his appearance would
have. I am glad to say that I gave him no satisfac-

tion. I do not believe that I changed colour or

moved a muscle. Indeed, I believe he has had the

fairness to say that he never came across a criminal

who had such complete self-control, and that it seemed

incredible that a criminal so self-possessed should

not have found means to get rid of the claret in the

decanter. He afterwards declared that he had at

one time hoped to trace more than one of the Gas-

coyne mysteries to me, but in that he failed.

The expert corroborated the evidence of the other

doctors, and then stated that he had made an ex-

amination of the food.

" I naturally selected the one thing which was most
particular to Lord Gascoyne," he said, " and I began,

principally for the sake of simplicity and so as to

clear the way, on the claret."

I found myself breathing hard. It was a moment
of supreme test. Many things convinced me that

there was at least some suspicion attaching to me.

The detective imagined that I was not looking at him,

whereas I was conscious of his least movement. It

is indeed a pity that what ought to be a particularly

brilliant profession is left to the lower middle classes.

It accounts for the comparative lack of scandal in the

higher ranks of life, for a gentleman does not find

it difficult to hide his crimes and vices from those

reared in perhaps the most obtuse section of society.

It was also easy to see that the servant Waters had
been questioned about me, for directly the bottle of

claret was mentioned he cast a furtive glance in my
direction.
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" I found this bottle," continued the specialist, " to

be full of arsenic—so full, that it would have been

impossible to drink any of the contents without

succumbing to its effects. To be brief, 1 found no
traces of arsenic in any other bottle of claret taken

from the same bin or in any of the other food."
" You are quite sure of that ?"

" Yes. The claret was a brand of which there was
barely a dozen left. I believe Lord Gascoyne had
been heard to regret that there was so little remaining."

After the expert's evidence there was a pause.

Mr. Gascoyne looked terribly worried. He had
evidently not imagined that the matter was likely to

become so serious and complicated.

The next witness was Gorby, the butler. He deposed

to having fetched the wine from the cellar. No one

had access to the wine-cellar but himself. He kept

the keys. He had been in the family for forty years.

In reply to the coroner, he said that he himself

placed the wine on the sideboard, and that it was his

duty to pour out his lordship's first glass before with-

drawing.

No one drank claret after dinner but his lordship.

Mr. Rank usually drank one glass of port, sometimes

he drank nothing, but certainly never more than one

glass.

" And on this particular evening ?"

" Mr. Rank took port, sir."

The coroner leaned forward and put the next

question impressively.
" Was it possible for the arsenic to have been put

into the decanter between your placing it on the side-

board and the arrival of the company for dinner ?"

'^1 don't think so, sir. I was late with some of the
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wine, and did not leave the dining-room at all till

the company arrived."
44
It was possible, however, for anyone to reach the

wine while you were out of the room ?" persisted the

coroner.
44
It was possible ; but the servants were very

busy."
44 How many servants were there in the room besides

yourself ?"
44 Two."
44 You yourself poured out the claret which Lord

Gascoyne drank ?"
44
Yes, sir."

" What did you do with the decanter ?"

" As usual, I placed it in front of his lordship."
" And then you left the room ?"
44
Yes."

44 And the other servants also, I suppose ?"
44
Yes, sir."

There was a pause. An unaccountable whimsi-

cality made me think of the game which children

play, and which consists in sending someone out of

the room and then hiding an article which the absent

one is to find on his return. I felt almost inclined to

cry hot and cold to the coroner as he hovered over

the evidence. Not that I felt callous as to what might

be going to occur. I had enjoyed life far too much.
On the other hand, I had always reckoned the cost,

and had never counted my chickens before they were

hatched.

Mr. Gascoyne crossed over to me in the interval,

and said in an undertone :

44 What does it all mean ?"
44
1 really do not know," I said.
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" Surely they are not trying to prove that his own
servants poisoned him ?"

" The poison must have come from somewhere."
" Yes ; that is obvious."

He looked at me in some surprise. I noticed his

almost startled expression, and began to analyse the

remark I had made. Was it what I should have said

had I been guiltless ? If it had been, Mr. Gascoyne
would not have displayed such discomfort—a vague
discomfort, true, but an evidently indefinable sensation

that something was wrong. He was from that moment
uneasy about me, and yet almost unconscious of any
uneasiness.

The other servants were recalled, and declared that

neither of them had touched the wine. It would
have been such an unusual thing that the one who
had done so would have been noticed by the other.

The claret was in a very peculiarly shaped flagon.

By no possiblity of means could anyone have mis-

taken it for the claret which was offered during the

meal.

Evidence then followed as to all the wine which was
handed round during the dinner. There was cham-
pagne, said Waters, but only Mrs. Gascoyne took any.

Neither Lady Gascoyne nor Mrs. Rank drank any-

thing. Lord Gascoyne drank nothing but claret

—

the claret—at the end of the meal. Mr. Rank drank

port at the end of the meal.

The coroner persisted. I was thankful to him.

His continued examination^ might make one of the

witnesses nervous. The sleek Waters might contra-

dict himself. The other two servants might relapse

into a hopeless confusion of ideas as to what they

had done and what they had seen.
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It was a delusive hope. All three adhered strictly

to their statements, and finally there was another

pause.

Everyone appeared to wonder what was going to

happen next. I thought I could guess the direction

the proceedings would take. I was not mistaken.

The detective passed a piece of paper to the coroner.

The latter looked at it, and an expression of surprise

crossed his face.

He mentioned me by name almost with a suggestion

of apology, as if he were deprecating the official side

of him which insisted on a course of action repugnant

to his more social and well-bred half.

I did not look at Mr. Gascoyne, but I felt him stir

in his chair uneasily as I rose to my feet. I moved
to the foot of the table where the witnesses had stood

during their examination.
" You were left alone with Lord Gascoyne after the

ladies had withdrawn ?"

" That is so."
" Can you recollect his lordship making any remark

as to a curious taste in the wine ?"

" No."
" He made no remark ?"

" None at all."

The coroner paused, and then said :

" Recall Richard Waters."

Richard Waters stepped into my place. For one

moment I felt dizzy. A curious unreality seemed to

surround the scene and its actors. I saw things

through an ecstasy which seemed to remove me afar

off. Everybody in the room bore a strange profile

expression like great gaunt marionettes. After a few

minutes the sensation passed, and I felt myself growing

24
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abnormally tense and keen ; in fact, the acuteness of

intelligence which I felt was in proportion to the

recession from realities which had just possessed me.

It had been an unconscious recoil, but my perception

advanced with greater force because of it.

"You came into the room when Lord Gascoyne

and Mr. Rank were alone, I believe, to tell his lord-

ship that Colonel Markham wished to see him in the

library ?"

" Yes, sir."

" You then returned to the dining-room ?"

" Yes, sir."

" What for ?"

" His lordship told me to bring him his eye-glasses,

which he had left on the table."

" What did you see ?"

" Mr. Rank had the decanter of claret in his hand."
" What did you do ?"

" I thought he had mistaken the decanter of claret

for port, and I took it from him and helped him to

port."
" But you say that the claret and port were in two

totally different decanters. The claret was in a flagon ?"

" Yes, sir."

The port decanter and the flagon were here pro-

duced. No one could have imagined that the claret

flagon held port ; at least, so I thought, but it may
have been my guilty conscience.

The coroner continued his examination.
" Please be very careful in your answers."
" Yes, sir."

" When you took the flagon from Mr. Rank, where

was the stopper V 9

M On the table."
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You are quite sure ?"

"Quite."
" Why are you so positive ?"

" I cannot say, but I am quite sure."
" That wiU do."

The coroner looked perplexed. The jurymen gazed

athim as if for inspiration. The detective madeno sign.

The coroner rose and announced that the inquiry

was adjourned.

I realised the grim meaning of his laconic announce-

ment.

It was apparent to everyone that the case had
assumed an ugly complexion, and that there was a so

far unspoken suspicion of foul play in men's minds.

Such a suspicion was not likely to remain unexpressed

very long, and it soon rose from a whisper to a cres-

cendo of excitement. Lord Gascoyne had been mur-

dered, so everyone said, and the London papers that

came down by the evening train already had the an-

nouncement in large letters. They hinted at a mystery,

and declared that sensational developments might be

expected at the adjourned inquest.

Mr. Gascoyne was in a state of the greatest nervous

agitation. He took every care, however, that no sus-

picion of the dark things which were being said should

reach any of the women, and the papers were carefully

kept out of their way.

Worried as he was, I do not think that he in any
way anticipated the blow which was about to fall.

Edith asked me one or two questions after the

inquest as to what had taken place, but it was quite

evident that she had not the least suspicion of what
had occurred.

Mrs. Gascoyne, on the other hand, who had lived in

24—2
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the world, and had been brought up in a commercial

family, had her eyes fairly wide open. I could see

when we met at dinner that she was very uneasy.

It was a dismal meal. Lady Gascoyne did not, of

course, appear. My wife was sad and preoccupied.

Mrs. Gascoyne, with, I am sure, a full premonition of

impending disaster, strove to be cheerful, but to little

purpose. Mr. Gascoyne hardly spoke a word. When
we were left alone he drew his chair nearer to me,

evidently prepared for a long conversation.

It would have been amusing, had the subject not

possessed such grim significance for me, to notice how
very deprecatingly the servants offered us wine.

The castle cellar itself had, of course, been placed

under lock and key, and the detective seemed to have

disappeared from the premises.
" Israel," said Mr. Gascoyne seriously, " if poison was

- found in that bottle, someone must have put it there."
" That seems very obvious."
" I could have understood it had there only been

a very little arsenic in the bottle, but that it should

have contained the quantity it did is amazing."

Why Mr. Gascoyne should have understood it better

had there not been so much arsenic in the bottle was
not very apparent, but he was in the sort of mood in

which people are apt to talk nonsense.
" Have you the least suspicion as to \ ho might have

put the poison in the bottle, Israel ?"

He looked at me furtively.

" They might say that it was I, sir."

I fancy that he gave almost a sigh of relief. He
would never have dared to make such a suggestion

himself, and I could see that he was thankful to me
for giving him an opening.
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" To tell you the truth, Israel, it has struck me that

in the absence of anyone else being open to suspicion

they might hint at such an absurdity."

I laughed, a highly successful laugh.
" You see, sir, in my case there is motive."
" I am almost afraid, Israel, that people may say

unpleasant things. Reading the bare evidence, they

may be tempted to come to ridiculous conclusions."

I saw that it was time to affect a serious view of the

matter. I kept a close watch on my tone of voice,

however, and was most careful as to the light and shade

of any expressions I used.
" You don't mean to say, sir, that you seriously

think anybody would connect me with the crime ?"

" Seriously, no ; but I think irresponsible gossip

might make things very unpleasant."
" It certainly would be unpleasant."
" You are my heir, Israel. Failing me, the title

passes on to the branch of Lord George Gascoyne,

whose heir you are through your mother."
" Exactly, sir ; as I said, in my case there is motive."

I looked a little grave, and continued slowly :

" Someone must have put the poison in the bottle."

I was deliberately allowing my gravity to increase in

order to emphasise my growing apprehension.
" I notice the detective has left the house," I said.

" Detective !" echoed Mr. Gascoyne in amazement.
" Surely, sir, you knew that there was a detective

in the house ?"

" My dear Israel, I knew nothing of the kind."

He thought for a moment, and then added: "I
think I ought to have been told."
" I thought you knew, sir."

" Are you sure it was a detective ?"
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" Quite sure."

But even as I spoke I remembered that I only had
my own deductions to guide me. No one had told

me he was a detective. I searched swiftly in my brain

for some excuse, but could think of none.
" How did you know he was a detective ?"

" I heard him questioning one of the servants."
" Which servant ?"

" Waters."
" What about ?"

" I did not quite catch what he said, but it was quite

easy to see what he was."
" He may have been gathering evidence for the

inquest."
" That is what I suggest."
" Oh ! I beg your pardon."

He was evidently a little puzzled.

The next day Lord Gascoyne was buried. It was a

beautiful sunlit morning, and as we crossed the court-

yard following the coffin in procession I glanced up
towards the windows of Lady Gascoyne's apartment.

I could see a white hand slightly drawing apart the

closed curtains. I was sorry for her, but as matters

were going I was a good deal more sorry for myself.

The affair had already attained the dignity of a

first-class mystery in the London press, and as the

victim was a Lord the sensation was twice what it

would otherwise have been.

Most of them frankly admitted that as far as they

knew there was no clue. But one halfpenny daily

with an enormous circulation, whose consistent un-

veracity seemed a matter of supreme indifference to

its readers, declared that there was a clue, and stated

that someone had come forward to show that Lord

„
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Gascoyne had been in the habit of purchasing arsenic,

that he was a confirmed arsenic eater, and that every-

thing he ate was impregnated with it.

It was very unpleasant to have the searchlight of

the entire press turned on the case so soon. It would
put Scotland Yard on its mettle, and detective forces

are apt to strain matters somewhat when their credit

is publicly involved.

That evening I was walking up and down the terrace

smoking a cigar with no very comfortable feelings,

when I caught sight of the gleam of a white dress in

the shadow of the battlements some way off. I

guessed at once who it was. Esther Lane was watch-

ing me.

Why was she doing so ? Was it possible that some
suspicion of the truth had entered her brain ? It

dawned on me that, creature of instinct as she was,

she might have arrived at the truth by the clear light

of intuition.

I went swiftly towards her.

There was no time for her to evade me, but she

shrank back into the shadow as I approached her.

" Why are you watching me ?" I said as gently as I

could, putting out my hands nervously.

She shrank back, thrusting me from her.

" Don't touch me. Don't touch me."
Her voice was low, tense with a latent hysteria,

which must have caused her an immense effort to

control.

" Why are you watching me ?" I asked again.

She looked at me silently, the terror in her eyes

growing.

She began to give me a strangely uneasy feeling.

" Oh, it's horrible, horrible," she murmured, and
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then stole away, moving along the parapet like a

ghost.

I was afraid of
&
her, and of what she might do. She

was evidently losing her self-control fast. That she

had guessed the truth was obvious.

I went towards her rooms. They were dark.

Perhaps she was still wandering on the battlements

with her unquiet thoughts.

I found my wife sitting up when I returned. She

had been with Lady Gascoyne.
" Such an utter loneliness, Israel. It is terrible.

She seems to have lost all interest in life. I have
never seen such desolation."

People have a way of being superlative when talking

of those in grief. I, too, was very sorry for Lady
Gascoyne, but though she had no children, she had
everything else in the world to console her.

I comforted my wife and took her in my arms,

wondering curiously whether this would be the last

night we should spend together, which, indeed, it

turned out to be.

The next day the inquest was resumed. None of

the ladies of the castle were present. Mr. Gascoyne
—or Lord Gascoyne, as he was now called—looked

haggard and worn, and, as I thought, avoided my eye.

His manner, however, was extraordinarily kindly.

The servants were recalled and closely re-examined.

They were still quite consistent.

The bottle of claret had been opened and decanted

by Waters. He had placed it on the sideboard. No
one else had touched it. The servants were all de-

voted to their master. There was not the slightest

reason or motive for foul play on their part.

I noticed the detective sitting with the represen-
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tatives of the county police, the chief constable him-

self being present. I smiled grimly as I surveyed all

the materials for a very dramatic arrest.

The coroner then called me.
" After the ladies had withdrawn from the dinner-

table on the evening in question you were left alone

with Lord Gascoyne ?"

"That is so."

"Hewas called out of the room and a servant entered

whilst he was away ?"
<c
Yes."

" Who declares that you had in your hand the claret

decanterfromwhich Lord Gascoyne had beendrinking."
" I don't remember. The servant took the de-

canter from me and poured out some port."

It was just as well I admitted this, for the servant's

statement received curious corroboration.
" That will do."

The next two witnesses were disconcerting. They
were the chemist from whom I had bought the arsenic

and his assistant. I was confronted with every proof

of my folly.

I shall never forget the awful grayness which came
over Lord Gascoyne's face when these witnesses gave

their evidence. I noticed that when they had finished

everyone avoided looking at me. They seemed afraid.

The case appeared so simple that at first it also appeared

incredible. Those around hardly grasped it.

The coroner asked me if I would like to explain why
I had bought the arsenic.

Perhaps I made a mistake in saying that I used it

as a tonic.

" Had I been in the habit of doing so ?" was the next

question.
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" Yes, I had done so before."
" Have you ever bought arsenic from that chemist

before ?"

" No."
Here the family lawyer interposed, advising me to

be very careful of my answers. I was not obliged to

reply to anything which might incriminate me.

There was nothing more to be done. Towards the end

of the inquest the chief constable crossed to my side,

and, sitting down in quite a friendly manner, asked me
to accompany him after the inquest into the next

room.

The jury, evidently taking into consideration the

fact that I was the next heir, that I had arsenic in

my possession, that there was every motive, and that

I was the only person who could have done it, re-

turned a verdict of ' Wilful murder ' against me. In

my own eyes I stood convicted as the veriest bungler

who ever danced at the end of a few yards of rope.

Lord Gascoyne was inexpressibly horrified, and
there was a something in his face which I had not

seen before. Was it suspicion ? Perhaps he was
thinking of the occasion when he learned that I was

in the Lowhaven hotel at the time of his son's death.

Truly I had made some inexcusable mistakes.

If nothing succeeds like success, it is also true that

nothing fails like failure.

I found it somewhat difficult to play a sentimental

role which should be convincing. I felt that I ought

to take a dramatic farewell of my wife. Scenes of

this sort, however, were distasteful to me. I asked

Lord Gascoyne to go and explain the situation to her,

and when she arrived I received her with a manner
which entirely forbade any outward expression of
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anguish. To do her justice, she was not the kind of

woman who was likely to make a scene. She dis-

played the most perfect self-control, although I could

see that she was suffering acutely. It came as a

terrible blow to her. No suspicion, I am sure, of

the possibility of such a thing had before entered her

mind. I don't think anybody really thought me
guilty, which was, to say the least of it, peculiar, for it

seemed to me as though the evidence were plain enough.

From his manner the chief constable might have been

driving me over to his place to stay for a day or two,

and the first intimation I received of the unpleasant

reality of the situation was the passing under the great

gates of the county prison and the knowledge that for

the future I was not free to go where I liked.
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I suppose I must be thoroughly selfish, for at this

moment of extreme depression and misery I was
thinking chiefly of myself. Of course, I am curiously

constituted, quite artificial from the world's point of

view. I cannot say that I was a victim to the agony

and woe which I believed would have been the lot

of most people in my condition.

I, who had staked so much to win what I coveted,

might have been expected to suffer tortures at the

reflection of what I had lost. I had always thought

that the most terrible thing about shame and im-

prisonment must be the complete triumph of those

who have hated one—the triumph of the * I told you
so.' This and the irrevocable loss of earthly pleasures

and the binding hand and foot as if one had no passions

or emotions, were the things I had always dreaded.

My consolation was that my failure could not be a

commonplace one. Ordinary criminals might wear out

their lives in captivity and lose their identity through

long years of vile slavery, but the law, stupid and sordid

as it is, had at least a due sense of the dignity of my
crime, and would meet a defiance like mine with the

dignified retort of death. Sordid crimes must meet
with sordid rewards. Death is never sordid, and it

shuts out the derision of a virtuous world.

380
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I was caged, and through my own folly. A little

patience and ordinary care would have saved me.

To have failed after such triumphs, and to have failed

where failure was irretrievable, was maddening. I

hated myself more than a converted sinner could have

done. It was all quite dreadful. A miserable fiasco,

with a tragedy as the result. I turned hot and cold

whenever I thought of it—I mean the fiasco, not the

tragedy. I felt like an actor who has mangled his

part and knows it. The only thing to do was to make
the end as flamboyant as possible. There was strong

temptation to proclaim my triumphs forthwith. I

was certain that for all hope there could be of re-

trieving the position I might do so. I had, however,

thrown away too many cards. One never knows how
time, even of the briefest, will deal with facts, so I

determined to be wary. I would fight every inch of

the ground. It would, at any rate, be an amusement
till the end, and my memoirs would keep my fame alive

after death. One does not sin greatly to be forgotten,

and, after all, the great sinners of history have had
their share of posterity, and without the aid of public

monuments. The world is always more curious to

hear about vice than virtue.

For the first few days after my arrest I was a prey

to savage rage, and found it difficult to reduce myself

to that condition of mind in which a fighter who wants

to make the best of things should be.

The first visit I received was from Lord Gascoyne. I

was sorry for him. He looked ghastly, and avoided

my ©y©- I was sure now that suspicion had done its

work. Yet I knew he was blaming himself for even

wondering how it came about that I was in the hotel

when his son was poisoned. He had believed in me
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so thoroughly that he was trying to drive off the

horrid thoughts that would pursue him. My wife's

belief in me did not waver. Women like her do not

lightly throw down the idols they have once set up.

She loved me still, and she was steadfast. I wondered
what Sibella and Esther were thinking. I was chiefly

sorry for Sibella. It may have been because in my
heart of hearts I loved her best. I knew how help-

less she would feel. She would be obliged to conceal

her grief, and she was the sort of woman to whom
repression might mean hysteria. She had nothing to

hold on to. The morbid horror of the whole thing

would terrify her. I found it better for my peace of

mind not to think of her.

I had caught sight of Esther for one moment before

I left Hammerton. No one else saw her, but I was
sure that she would be about somewhere. She was
in the woods as I drove past. Her face was not

pleasant to look upon. It was like the wraith of a

memory, the pitiful phantom of a disembodied soul.

It seemed to me as I sat alone during the quiet summer
evenings, with the immense stillness of the prison

around me, that sometimes her presence passed into

my cell and made it curiously uncanny. I felt as if

the arms of her soul had reached as far as my prison

home in her agony, and once I even thought I heard

her speak to me in a still, small voice.

I am no disbeliever in the unseen world, but curiously

enough it has never had any terrors for me. Its con-

creteness has always seemed to me a difference in

kind ; a plane on which the idea is shaped with more
fluidity ; that is all.

I wondered if she would confess our relations. She
had, I am sure, a high sense of honour, and her loyalty
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would probably stand any test. Still, hers was a

subtle mind, and might, its white light having once

been split, display a variety of tones and colours.

I do not think Lord Gascoyne had confided his sus-

picions to his wife, for I received from her nothing but

the kindest and most encouraging of letters.

So I lay in gaol and waited, and the day for my ex-

amination came. The police-court where I appeared

was packed. The county turned up in force
; they were

the same people who would have fawned on me had I

succeeded in my object. Perhaps it is unworthy of

an artist to suggest so much bitterness as lies in the

word fawn. I had been taken by Fate on my own
terms, and if I had failed, it was not for me to show a

bitter spirit ; in fact, it was illogical and small. I

had played for their admiration and, having failed,

obtained instead their derision.

My wife was in court the first day, and spoke to

me in such a way as to impress upon the world her

absolute confidence. I had no wish, however, to add
to her sorrow, and I told her it would make me happier

if she remained away.

The case was gone into most exhaustively, and,

despite the fact that my lawyer declared that there

was absolutely nothing on which to go to a jury, I was
committed for trial.

I am pleased to say that the newspapers were

unanimous in noticing my absolute calm of demeanour.

Digitized by



CHAPTER XXIX

A magistrate's court is not a dignified place, and I

had longed for its sordid littleness to have an end that

I might emerge on to a larger platform.

I did so sooner than I expected. Lord Gascoyne,

whose heart had never been strong, succumbed under
the strain and anxiety of the whole affair, and I awoke
one morning in prison to find the dream of my life

realised. I was Earl Gascoyne. My child, whether
boy or girl, would be the next heir, and whatever
happened, I had achieved my purpose.

It had one unlooked-for result. I immediately

claimed my right to be tried by my peers.

Judging from the newspapers, the claim came upon
the public as something of a shock. In the Radical

press there was an outcry for the abolition of such an
antiquated custom. They were, however, brought

face to face with a law of the land which so long as it

stands is good.

This prospect almost reconciled me to my position.

I saw myself, a picturesque figure, seated on a dais,

with my fellow-peers in their robes before me. Yes,

I had just the appearance to carry off such a situation.

I was sure of female sympathy. I was barely

twenty-six, and looked younger. I should certainly

have obtained something for my trouble.

384
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The question as to whether I was likely to get a

fairer trial from my peers did not weigh with me. I

would not for a certain acquittal have foregone the

scene in the House of Lords.

As far as I knew, the last peer to be tried on a

charge of murder was the celebrated Earl Ferrers. I

read everything to do with this trial with assiduity.

I noticed that, instead of being relegated to the

common gaol, he had been confined in his own house.

I regretted to discover that this was not a right, or if

it were I could not find anything bearing on the subject.

It would have been eminently satisfactory to go

under escort from Park Lane to the House of Lords

every day. As a matter of fact, I supposed I should

have to be taken to and fro, or perhaps I should be

lodged in some apartment in the precincts of West-
minster Palace. The prospect teemed with interest,

and was not a little comic. The papers, which had,

of course, talked of nothing but my case for weeks,

became trebly excited. The probable ceremonial was
discussed at length by all of them. Articles by cele-

brated lawyers, letters from antiquaries, suggestions

from all sides, filled up their columns and tided them
over the dull weeks in a way which ought to have

made them highly grateful to me.

I was myself in doubt for a short period as to whether

my never having taken my seat or the oath would pre-

vent my claiming my privilege. I believe everyone was
too anxious to see the fun to press any debatable point.

Of course, at the end of all this excitement loomed a not

improbable and most unpleasant climax, but I was ac-

customing myself to think less and less of it every day.

I read the State Trials assiduously, for they teemed
with interest for me.

25
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The' fact that I was not to be tried with the farce of

a jury was a great comfort to me. If there is one
thing more ridiculous than another in our judicial

system, it is the fiction that when a gentleman has

been tried before a dozen petty tradesmen he has

been tried by his peers. If a peer were tried by a
dozen gentlemen of ordinarily good standing and
repute, he would be tried by his peers, but to try a

gentleman before a dozen men who can have no know-
ledge of the conditions under which he has lived is

simply absurd. Murder trials, the results of which
with our system of capital punishment are irrevocable,

should be tried by three judges whose verdict should

be unanimous, and the trial should always take place

in another part of the country from that in which
the crime has been committed.

My perceptions became abnormally keen on matters

of legal procedure. I sometimes found myself, when
reflecting on such matters, starting with the assump-

tion that I was innocent. It was amazing how com-
pletely I could follow a line of argument having my
innocence for its basis.

It was decided that I should be taken to the House
of Lords the night before the trial and lodged in the

precincts, under a strict guard, till its conclusion.

I was uncertain until the last moment whether I

should have the escort of military, or mounted police.

As a matter of fact, I was honoured with neither, but

was hemmed in by detectives.

I did not doubt but that I should have a perfectly

fair trial. I can imagine no tribunal where a man is

likely to receive more impartial treatment.

I read all the papers, and was disturbed to notice

that a suspicion gradually manifested itself as to the
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real truth. It began to be remembered how speedily

the members of the family which stood between me
and the title had disappeared, and under what tragic

circumstances.

I had always made a point of not having my photo-

graph taken. Unfortunately, the police did this for

me, and the proprietor of the hotel at which young
Gascoyne Gascoyne had stayed when he was supposed

to have poisoned himself recognised me at once. It

was flattering as a tribute to my individuality, but

inconvenient. I was for at once admitting that I had
been at the hotel at the time, but my lawyers would
not hear of it. Every inch of the ground, they de-

clared, must be fought. They were a most able firm,

and, realising that I was an advertisement such as they

could never hope for again, they nursed the case

—

which in the first place was strong and healthy enough

to have satisfied any lawyers—with tender solicitude.

I said that I had mentioned the fact to Mr. Gas-

coyne, as he then was, and that he might have told

his wife. I asked if this would be accepted in evi-

dence. They scouted the idea, however, of its being

used, so I forbore to press the question further. The
chances that Mr. Gascoyne had told his wife were

extremely remote.

Having tracked me to the hotel at Lowhaven, the

police were somewhat at a loss. They utterly failed

to establish the fact that I had any poison in my pos-

session at that time. They then threw themselves

with ardour into the details of Ughtred Gascoyne's

death. Here, again, although it was possible to show
that I was not infrequently at his flat late at night,

their most strenuous efforts could not prove that I was
there on the night on which the fire had taken place.

25—2
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I was sure that suspicion about this began to creep

into my wife's mind. Perhaps she had learned that

the Parsons were fictitious individuals. It may also

have struck her that I must have passed the road

where her brother was found dead, earlier on the same
evening. These two facts, taken together with my
being in the same hotel with young Gascoyne when
he died, and as much evidence as could be raked up
against me in connection with Ughtred Gascoyne's

death, must have forged a chain of implication which
could not but shake the most serene confidence. Not
that I had the least fear of her acting in a hostile

manner. She could not have done anything had she

wished to ; besides, she belonged to that class of

woman who, possessing most of the virtues, would
never drag her husband's name in the dust. Her
conscience might—had she been questioned—have
triumphed, but that she would speak out of her own
free will I did not believe.

As the day of the trial drew nearer and nearer with-

out any new charge my confidence rose. I suppose

this optimism lies at the back of every prisoner's mind.

The possibility of an acquittal probably never dis-

appears till the foreman of the jury delivers the

terrible word guilty, a word which has a leaden sound
complementary to the deadliness of its meaning.

My wife came to see me the day before the trial, and
though she strove hard against the awful horror that

I could see was in her mind, the strain was at last

telling on her. She was taken away in a dead faint.

I was sorry for her. I knew it was the last thing she

would have wished should happen. My own danger

had driven all three women out of my mind, and it was
a psychological point which interested me extremely.
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I had loved them so fervently ; and I could love

fervently, even if not on the highest level. My own
position, however, was so enormously important in my
eyes that they were quite dwarfed. I could not rouse

myself to any degree of emotion over their sufferings.

It was not the idea of losing them that predominated

in my mind, nor the idea of dwelling in their memory
as a thing for pity, the victim of a terrible and gloomy
death.

I regret to say that my departure for London, con-

sidered as a spectacle, was a failure.

I left the county prison in an ordinary carriage, and
was put into a special train which drew up at a

crossing in the depths of the country. I remember
as I passed from the carriage to the railway-train

casting my eye over a mellow, moonlit landscape,

and wondering where I should be when they cut the

corn. To one of my temperament it was a beautiful

world I was perhaps leaving, and it was a dismal

reflection that I might not share in the next year's

harvest of pleasant things.

The train reached London at an early hour of the

morning, and such perfect arrangements had been

made that the few porters about hardly realised who
it was who was hurried into a private carriage and
driven off.

Passing through the streets as dawn was breaking,

I could see on the advertisement boards outside small

newspaper shops the soiled posters of the evening

papers. They bore large headlines with :
" Trial of

Lord Gascoyne," "Latest Arrangements," etc., etc.

There was not a paper which had hot displayed it

This was gratifying. The carriage drew up at the

more prominently than of news.
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peers' entrance to the House of Lords, for such was
my privilege, and in a few minutes I had full assur-

ance that I was receiving the hospitality of gentlemen.

I was ushered into two rooms which had been set apart

for me, and in one of which was laid a comfortable

and substantial breakfast. To this I did full justice.

Arrangements had been so made that I was practically

alone in the room, although, of course, I was being

very carefully watched. It was exceedingly comfort-

ing to feel that if they were going to hang me, they

were going to do it with tact and breeding.

Parliament being in session, my trial would not

take place before the Court of the Lord High Steward.

I was glad, for that would have been comparatively

a very small affair.

It may be as well to state that the House of Lords

is a Court of Justice, of which all Peers of Parliament

are judges, and the Lord High Steward the President.

It differs from an ordinary court of law, inasmuch as

all the peers taking part in the trial are judges both

of the law and of the facts.

At a very early hour I could hear a great deal of

bustling and passing to and fro. I lay down on my
bed, however, and had a most refreshing sleep. On
awaking I was told that my lawyers wished to see me.

I had an interview with them lasting about an hour.

They were both mightily important and very excited.

The atmosphere of the place had evidently given them
the idea that they were historical individuals, and I

fancy that they looked upon me as if I had been accused

of High Treason, and, in fact, treated me as quite a

great personage.

So intense had been the excitement aroused, and so

general was the interest displayed, that it had been
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decided to hold the trial in the roomier accommoda-
tion of Westminster Hall. I knew from what my
counsel had told me that the peers had begun to

assemble at ten o'clock. It was fully eleven, how-
ever, before I was summoned.

Although I was guarded to a certain extent by the

usual officers of the law, I was nominally in charge of

the yeoman usher of the Black Rod, and in his custody

I was brought to the Bar.

Just before I entered a note was put into my hands
which I was allowed to read. It was from Esther Lane,

and ran :

" Love is always difficult to bear, because of its mad-
ness, which overthrows, and its vision, which distorts.

Pleasant we deem the kisses of men, though they sting,

but the stings of suffering are the kisses of God, and
they burn like fire."

Womanlike, though she was thinking of me, she was
thinking somewhat more of herself.

It was a brilliant scene which I emerged upon, though

perhaps somewhat lacking in the magnificence that

would have attended it had it taken place a century

earlier.

The Lord High Steward, as President, was seated in

front of a throne, and on either side of him were the

peers, in their robes, and wearing their orders. In

front of the President was a raised dais, on which was
placed an armchair, and by the side of which was a

table.

Near this dais were tables at which were seated my
counsel and other legal advisers. There was a gallery

at one side, in which were seated the peeresses, and
another gallery at the other side, in which were a
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number of Ambassadors, foreign royalties and noble-

men, semi-resident in England. The difference between

such a trial conducted amid a feast of colour and variety

from what it must have been had it been conducted

at the Old Bailey with its gloom and almost squalid

lack of breadth was startling to think upon.

I had thoroughly studied the effect of my entrance.

I knew' that the scarlet of my peer's robes formed an
absolute tone contrast to my Jewish appearance, and
I was conscious of making a marked effect on the women
present.

As an artist, I had suffered grievously in my own
estimation by the blunders I had made in removing
Lord Gascoyne, and I was determined that hencefor-

ward, whatever happened, I would not do anything

which couldmarthebeautyand interest of the situation.

I waited at the foot of the dais while Norroy, |£ing-

at-Arms, called ' Oyez, Oyez.' The letters patent con-

stituting a Lord High Steward were then read.

Norroy, and the Gentleman Usher of the Black Rod,
then did their reverences kneeling, and presented the

White Staff jointly to the Lord High Steward, who,
receiving it, immediately delivered it to the Gentleman
Usher of the Black Rod on his right hand. The Purse-

Bearer, holding the purse, was on his left.

All these officials in their archaic costumes pro-

duced a most picturesque effect. The composition

was seen in a sort of half-light, mellowing its garish-

ness and the primary tones of official uniform. Through
the windows, which had been veiled to keep out the

glare of a brilliant summer sun, a golden light fell

here and there, just sufficient to edge the scene with

a gilded splendour.

The writ of certiorari for removing the indictment
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before the King in Parliament was then read. I will

not reproduce this legal document, but it is sufficient

to say that it charged me with the sole offence of

poisoning Lord Gascoyne. I already saw in the faces

of those around me that they believed what the press

had daily insinuated, viz., that I was a wholesale

murderer. Herein lay a great peculiarity and paradox

of justice. It would not have been permissible to

even hint in a court of law that there was a breath of

suspicion attached to me in regard to the deaths of

the other Gascoynes ; it struck me, however, that it

would have been excellent proof as to my innocence

had it been argued that so clever a criminal as the

alleged murderer of these others had been, would
never have blundered so grossly over the murder of

Lord Gascoyne.

As I stood and listened to these preliminaries I was
being scrutinised by everyone in the Hall. The Lords

were freed from the discomfort of trying one who had
been born and bred among them. There were no
recollections of Eton and Oxford to spoil the abstract

drama of the occasion. I was to the great majority

a stranger, and to the rest a mere acquaintance. Of
course, I was connected with some of those present,

but in so distant a degree that it hardly amounted
to anything, and for all practical purposes I stood

there a stranger. This must undoubtedly have been

a relief to them, as curiosity could be given full play.

The clerk of the Parliaments then directed the Ser-

geant-at-Arms to make proclamation for Black Rod
to bring his prisoner within the Bar.

I was led to the chair on the dais which was techni-

cally considered within the Bar. The dais had been

provided so that I might have, as was only fair, a
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commanding position, and see and hear all that was
going on. I remembered to have seen an old print

of Charles I. being tried, and the recollection of it

came back to me very vividly, except that in place

of the motley crew of fanatics and bullies who con-

stituted themselves his judges I had an assembly of

gentlemen, reinforced by English judges, and in place

of Bawling Bradshaw, I had a Lord Chancellor who
was one of the most cultured men of his day.

Having arrived on the dais, I did due reverence to

the court with all the dignity imaginable. I fancy

the impression was good, and must at any rate have

convinced the peers present, that even if I were un-

known to them they had not been summoned to try

a vulgarian under the most select form known to

English law.

The Clerk of the Parliaments then again read the

indictment and asked

:

" How say you, my lord, are you guilty of the felony

whereof you stand indicted or are you not guilty V 9

I pleaded not guilty, and the trial proceeded.

I have come to the conclusion that the case was a

curiously simple one, although it entirely depended on
circumstantial evidence. The principal witnesses were

the chemist, and the two servants. It was a descent

from the sublime to the ridiculous when these humble
folk stepped into the box, and I shall never forget

—

by the way, under the circumstances not a prolonged

limit of memory—the bewhiskered and perspiring little

chemist gazing round on the august assemblage before

which he was appearing, evidently not at all certain

that he might not be ordered out to instant execution.

I almost thought that he would become delirious and
be unable to give his evidence, but he pulled himself
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together, and by the time he left the box was evidently

under the impression that he was one of us. Indeed, he

replied in quite a chatty way to the Lord High Steward

when asked a question by that exalted functionary.

The opening of the prosecution struck me as being

vindictive, but it is possible that the prisoner is not a

good judge of such a point.

It was lunch-time before the preliminary law ques-

tions had been disposed of and the opening speech of

the prosecution made. I was led out by a side door

before anyone else moved. When I returned the

court was already assembled. The remainder of the

day was spent in examining the witnesses. There

could be no doubt that I had bought arsenic, for I

was recognised by both the chemist and his assistant.

Not till I heard the story unfolded in court did I

realise how very crudely I had acted. The examina-

tion of the witnesses was proceeding when the court

rose. I spent the evening looking out on the river

with some very melancholy reflections on the advan-

tages of liberty. The dark barges, looking like

gigantic pachyderms, floated silently past, with their

solitary lights shining dimly. The river reflected the

city lights in innumerable little splashes of flame,

which danced and glimmered with the restless waters.

On the far bank I could see figures passing to and fro.

In the solitary fastness of a gaol it had been easy to

realise the fact of being a prisoner, but in a room
which bore no resemblance in any ,way to a cell, it

was exceedingly difficult. Besides, there was the open

door, and I almost forgot the watchers in the passage.

The windows had been barred temporarily. Other-

wise there was an air of comfort, even of luxury, about

the room.
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I received a long letter from my wife which did

extraordinary credit to her sense of justice and her

self-control. It was written as if with the utmost
belief in my innocence, and evidently she had striven

to keep her mind in such an attitude. I answered
her at once, not abating any apparent affection, and
saying that between us two it was unnecessary to

reiterate my innocence, as I knew her trust in me
to be absolute.

Towards the end of the letter I worked myself into

quite a fervour of sublime confidence that no injustice

would be done, and that an unseen Providence was
watching over me.

Then I read Lord Beaconsfield's Vivian Grey till I

went to bed. I slept well, all things considered. I

hoped to sleep better when the verdict was given, which-

ever way the case might be decided.

The next morning I awoke early, and as the law
took so little account of individual psychology as to

imagine that I might cut my throat, I was obliged to

send out for a barber.

The youth who performed the operation was a
pleasant young man, whose excitement was so painful

that I warned him it was High Treason to cut the

throat of a peer of the realm when he was being tried

for his life.

I asked him what his own opinion was as to my
guilt.

The question took him so entirely by surprise that

he sprang away from me fully a yard.
" Come," I said. " What do people say ?"

He flushed and was silent.

" So people think I am guilty, do they ?"

" Some do, your grace."
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" That means that most do. Now, does anyone

believe in my innocence ?"

" Oh yes, my lord, of course, some." :

" I see ; very few people believe in my innocence.

Who are those that do V
He smiled. " I think the women do, my lord."

This was satisfactory. I could not have had more
practical support.

He told me further that there was a vast crowd

outside in Westminster Yard.

I advised him to make his way at once to a news-

paper office, and sell them a description of his inter-

view with me. I warned him, however, that he must
exaggerate if he wished to be believed, and I gave him
full permission to invent any details of the occurrence

which he might think useful.

The Hall was perhaps even more crowded than it

had been the day before. This showed a proper in-

crease of interest.

The cross-examinations were masterly, especially

when it was considered how simple the evidence of

the bare half-dozen witnesses was.

My counsel managed to throw doubt on the fact of

my having been the man who bought the poison.

This doubt, it is true, counsel for the prosecution soon

swept aside, but I could not help admiring the dex-

terity with which my counsel threw a veil of uncer-

tainty over what, when stated by the prosecution, had
seemed facts beyond dispute.

The contention of the prosecution was very simple.

It was to nobody's interest but mine and Mr. Gas-

coyne's that Lord Gascoyne should die, and whilst

Mr. Gascoyne was in London, the prisoner was con-

stantly in Lord Gascoyne's company. Further, it was
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pointed out that I was the only person left alone with

the bottle of claret, and that the moment I was so

left alone was the only one daring which the wine
could have been poisoned. I was further proved to

have been in possession of arsenic for which I could

not aocount. It had been suggested that the poison

might have been in the cup of tea which Lord Gas-

coyne had drunk, but there was nothing to support

this view. It was regrettable that this cup had been
removed, and washed before it had been examined.

Lord Gascoyne, however, was taken ill almost immedi-
ately after he had drunk the tea. This made the

insinuation that it was poisoned unlikely, as arsenic

had, as far as could be proved, never acted instan-

taneously. My counsel, in the course of his address,

made an earnest appeal that everything alien to

the case which had been circulated, he could only

say in a most scandalous manner, in certain organs of

the press, should be put out of mind. He insinuated

that in this respect he felt a greater confidence in their

lordships than he would have done in an ordinary

jury-

He concluded by the usual passionate appeal for

the benefit of any doubt which might linger in their

minds.

The Lord High Steward summed up the evidence,

and a very brief summing-up it was. Then their

lordships retired, and after three hours' deliberation

I was brought back into court.

I knew directly I returned what the verdict was,

for in all faces there was the same look of intense

gravity. Over the entire assembly there lay an

almost oppressive silence. I noticed that people

avoided looking at me, as if it were an intrusion to
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witness the emotions of any human being at such a

moment.
After the verdict was given there passed across the

whole place a sort of sigh, followed by a terrible hush.

I stood up and heard the sentence, and then, with

the most profound reverence to the entire court,

withdrew, satisfied that I could not be accused of

having behaved otherwise than with a calmness and
dignity befitting the privilege of belonging to such an
assembly.



CHAPTER XXX

I suppose the feelings of a human being awaiting

extinction on a near date fixed by the law must vary
according to temperament. In this, as in most
things, ignorance has its advantages. A chaplain

working on a mind incapable of the intellectual effort

of scepticism might send a criminal to the scaffold

with a distinct feeling that in spite of its other dis-

advantages, murder plus hanging plus repentance

was a short cut to eternal bliss—a view of the question

which would no doubt shock the reverend gentleman

who had inadvertently been a most effective advocate

of murder.

Capital punishment is, of course, a profoundly un-

philosophical thing. Only a very ill-informed person

would uphold it as a deterrent, and if not a deterrent

its only excuse is the selfish one of putting someone
out of the way whom it cannot control without ex-

pense and trouble. This principle, however, is a

very awkward one, and would, stated in its crudest

form, astonish some people who mechanically support it.

As soon as I was back—I cannot say comfortably

back—in prison, and in the condemned cell, I made
up my mind to concentrate myself on a human docu-

ment which should be a record of my career—a docu-

ment to be written with as little display of feeling

400
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as possible, a statement of facts with well-bred calm

and restraint.

I knew, of course, that it must be incomplete. No
one has ever told the truth about himself. I, for one,

dislike the yawning gaps in the confessions of Rousseau.

Either a man's confessions should have something in

them which Rousseau's have not, or they are not very

much worth confessing. A few obvious sexual trivi-

alities are not of very great interest when all human
beings guess what has been kept back. Dr. Johnson,

when told that the unfortunate Dr. Dodd was de-

voting his last days to literary work, said :
' Depend

upon it, when a man knows he is going to be hanged
in a few days, it concentrates his mind wonderfully.'

I found this to be true. The learned doctor's point

is subtle, and he no doubt was surprised that the

concentration was not entirely on that unpleasant

event daily coming nearer. Such was my difficulty.

I had my human document to finish before a certain

date, and that date interfered very largely with my
concentration of mind. It had a way of dancing on
to the page while Iwas writing, and of floating, detached

and apparent, before my eyes in the growing dusk.

My life began to grow more and more ghostly. My
nerves suffered considerably, although I endeavoured
as far as possible to conceal the fact from the two
sordid figures who kept watch over me. I could not

help thinking of what a torture this fortnight or three

weeks would have been to anyone afflicted with a
terror of death. Personally, I felt the situation more
as an offence against good taste than as an offence

against humanity. Let anyone reflect what it must
mean to be watched morning, noon, and night till

the end comes, never to have one moment for solitary

26
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reflection or sorrow, not to be able to render to the

soul the relief of despairing abandonment ; to have
the slightest weakness witnessed by careful official eyes,

staring with a weird fascination through the long day
which is all too short ; to feel, in addition, the horror

of being caged and held like a wild beast in a trap till

the time comes to be led out to die. As I say, I am
a singular character, and these things were rather an
irritation than an agony. But I wonder that it does

not drive the ordinary criminal mad. The man who
has slain his wife in a moment of insane jealousy

—

which is, after all, viewed logically, an evidence of his

love, a quality which might still have been turned to

good account—is tortured and killed. It is a pro-

ceeding which reason condemns as mere barbaric

vengeance. Not, as I was saying, that I suffered these

horrors. My view of life was too objective for that.

True, I had been given a body with which to express

myself, and I had done my best for that body, but

when that body was condemned to extinction I was
able, as it were, to remove myself from it, and view

men and their ways from a distance.

The chaplain called on me, sometimes three times

a day, and I enjoyed his conversation very much. I

led him from the crude vulgarities of attempted con-

version to discussions on minute questions of Christian

culture. I also dissected my sensations for his benefit.

I told him that the reality that the end was so near

now and then flashed upon me like an electric shock,

and that this sensation was exceedingly uncomfort-

able, which he said he could well believe. I was not,

I told him, afflicted with any very great terror of the

mere function itself. This he thought extraordinary,

as I was an agnostic. I told him that I thought it
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highly probable there was a hereafter, but that it was
quite possible that it might be so different from any-

thing we could imagine as to confuse our view of

ethics, and that I might awake to find myself greeted

as a saint. He was a little shocked, and took the

joke as an admission of guilt, a point in which I was
obliged to correct him.

I think he was surprised when I involved him in a

long discussion on the moral aspect of capital punish-

ment. Perhaps he went away and said I was callous.

This is the orthodox designation of a man who has

strength of mind or courage enough to meet a humanly-

devised punishment with indifference. The same
quality used in a different field will earn a reputation

for valour. The dear chaplain was true to his cloth,

and evidently viewed the crime of an English peer

with something more of indulgence than he would

have felt for the guilt of a member of the lower classes.

Indeed, his reiterations of ' my lord ' in his religious

discussions were so constant as to confuse me with

regard to the particular individual he was addressing.

I received a letter from Esther Lane in cryptic

language which I could not understand at the time,

but which was to be fully revealed afterwards.

I do not care to dwell upon the farewell interviews

with my wife. They were curiously and unexpectedly

unpleasant. The Dowager Lady Gascoyne—I allude,

of course, to the widow of my benefactor—who,

strangely enough, had never/had the least doubt of

my innocence, also came to see me. I think that in

a sense the farewell that cost me most was that from

Grahame Hallward, the unobtrusive and consistent

friend. I do not think that the hopeless agony in his

face could have been more terrible had he been

26—2
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related to me by the nearest of blood ties. He
assured me that he would devote the rest of his life

to proving my innocence. Thus is the tragic often

unconsciously allied to the ridiculous.

My mind was fully occupied. The chaplain's visits

and those of people who wished to say farewell, in

addition to a great deal of time spent with my lawyer,

with whom I had to make many arrangements, took

up all the spare moments I did not devote to these

memoirs. I should have liked to know whether my
child was a boy, although in either case it would
make no difference to the succession.

I was astonished to learn that there had been an
extraordinary revulsion of feeling in my favour. I

thought that the facts were really too plain to admit

of an outburst of sentimentalism. I suppose the idea

of a peer dying a sordid death shocked the British

public as much as the idea of slaying a woman gently

born had done some short time before. Hanging
was good enough for the ignorant and poverty-stricken.

The snobbery of the public is easier appealed to than

its humanity.

The usual petition which my lawyer had prepared

was signed by all sorts of unexpected people, even by
some of those who had voted for my guilt.

The Home Secretary could not, however, find any
loophole for interfering, and the Governor informed

me of the date fixed, in a curious phraseology which

was no doubt meant to modify facts.

I was getting a little feverish, as was only natural.

I found it necessary to use some effort to brace myself

up for the final ordeal. Thoughts of Sibella haunted

me, and played upon my memory like the love motive

on the lover's brain in Berlioz's Scarlet Symphony.
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She was the allure beckoning my thoughts back to

life, and it was a strange confirmation of what I had
always felt—viz., that she was my strongest human
magnet. I had not heard from her since the day of my
arrest, but two days before the end I received a letter.

It gave me infinite pleasure, and I knew it was the

one thing I had been waiting for. She did not know,

she wrote, how she had managed in her agony to conceal

the truth from Lionel, but so far he had suspected

nothing ; indeed, he was working night and day for me.

I became quite sentimental over this letter. My
thoughts wandered back to the schoolroom in the

Hallwards' house on Clapham Common. I saw Sibella

as a little school-girl with a host of boy admirers. I

remembered her as she was that afternoon we came
home from football and all had tea together. I re-

membered the kisses, beautiful and perfumed as roses,

which we had exchanged as children, and I remem-
bered the burning kiss, unexpected by both of us,

exchanged that Sunday evening when Grahame left

us alone. These things returned to me with the dull

pain of melodies, associated with wild moments of

joy, heard again in moments of desolation, phantoms
of music wailing past in the haunted air.

Apart from the ineradicable desire to live, which

is the chief vice of human beings, I was not very

anxious for my friends to obtain a reprieve. In de-

fault of an absolute pardon, my reason taught me that

it would be better for them to fail. I did not relish

the idea of wearing out my life in chains. Thus, when
the eve of the fatal day arrived, I experienced a

certain relief.

I retired to rest with an indifference which I saw
impressed the only audience I had left. I slept peace-
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fully for several hours, but towards morning I ex-

perienced a curious sensation of semi-giddiness, as

if I were being rocked in mid-air. The sensation grew
more and more rapid, till, suddenly, it seemed as if

I were hurtling through space at a terrific speed, as

if worlds, stars, and atmosphere were revolving

round me at a rate indescribable to human intelligence.

It was as if I were in the engine-room of the universe,

and as if the ceaseless terror of its secrets whirled me
hither and thither, like a grain of sand. I was in the

unlimited, unable to grasp time or space. Then, by
degrees, there came a calm ; I lay still : and, almost

unconscious of having passed out of the sleeping state,

I was awake, with my eyes fixed on the Governor.

The cell was warm with sunlight, and it struck me
at the time that this was most unsuitable. As, half

awake, I looked at the Governor, a somewhat humorous
idea struck me. I thought I was late for the ceremony,

and that he had come to bid me make haste. I

sprang up with a start, and I may have turned a little

pale. It was excusable, I think. I then saw that

the room was full of people, and not the people whom
I had expected to see. The Governor seized my hand,

and Grahame Hallward sprang forward and grasped

the other.

"Lord Gascoyne, your innocence has been established

beyond question. The real culprit has confessed."

It sounded like a speech out of a melodrama. Luckily,

I retained my self-possession sufficiently to say some-

thing expressive of my thanks to Providence. I

think it met the occasion.

Who the real culprit could be I failed to under-

stand.
" I have given instructions," said the Governor, " for
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you to be taken to a comfortable room till the actual

order for your release arrives.

"

Then I recollected my manuscript on the table. No
one had seen it but myself, but if it were noticed it

would be awkward.

It was a terrible moment. I expected the Governor

as I picked it up to say :
" Anything written in a prison

becomes the property of the Crown," but I was allowed

to walk off with it.

Escorted by a congratulatory group, I was taken

to a room which was quite luxurious. Grahame Hall-

ward and myself breakfasted together.

Then he told me all about it.

" You remember the governess at Hammerton
Castle ?" he asked.

I nodded.
" Well, it is very sad for Lady Gascoyne, but it

appears that Lord Gascoyne had made love to her,

that she was about to become a mother, and that she

poisoned his tea that evening as she had already

poisoned the wine. The servants remember now that

she had been in the dining-room. She intended at

the time to kill herself as well, but she had not the

courage. Last night, however, she did so, having

written to your wife and to the Home Secretary, your

lawyer, and others, so as to make sure of the news
arriving in time."

I looked at him, striving to hide the sheer horror

which I felt for the first time in my life.

I was not surprised at the sacrifice, for it was the

sort of gigantic thing that a nature like Esther's

would have conceived and carried out. Neverthe-

less, the news filled me with a profound gloom.

It was better, however, to be sitting there finishing
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my coffee and smoking a cigarette than meandering

out on to the unknown.
" Sibella has been awfully ill, Israel."

" Did people think me guilty ?" I asked.

He avoided my question, and said :

" The revulsion of feeling has been tremendous.

Everybody will be delighted."

And so it turned out. People had not at all liked

the idea of a real, live lord becoming an unreal, dead

lord by such means. The Home Secretary sent the

order for my release the same afternoon. The dead

Lord Gascoyne became a monster of iniquity, and I

was congratulated by everyone on the denouement.

But to this day, there is a sadness in my wife's

manner, and although she tries to hide a shuddering

aversion for me when we are alone, it shows itself un-

expectedly in trifles. In some way she has grasped

the truth. Indeed, she must have done, for there can

be no other explanation of her conduct. We have

two children, and perhaps there is something pathetic

in the amount of moral training she gives them. I

am sure there is no need for Hammerton to turn out

other than well. I have done the work. He has

only to reap the benefit and the reward. The second

boy is a gentle little creature, Oriental in his nature,

and most devoted to his father, as they both are, but

the second boy especially so.

Sibella is still—Sibella.

THE END

BILLING AND SONS, LTD., PRINTSRS, GUILDFORD
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post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each
cloth limp, 2$. 6d. each.

Pretty Miss Neville.
Proper Pride.
A Bird of Passage.
Diana Harrington*
Two Masters.

| Interference
A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

| Mr. Jervis
Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies
The Heal Lady Hilda.
Married or Single?

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each.
In the Kingdom of Kerry;
Miss Balmaine's Past.
Jason.

I
Beyond the Pale

Terence: With 6 Illusts. by S. Paget.
The Cat's-paw* With 12 Illustrations

by Fred Pegram.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Infatuation.
| Some One Else

1 To Let.* Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s.

cloth limp, 2i. 6d.

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each,
Diana Barrington.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage.
Beyond the Pale.

The Spanish Necklace. Crown Svo
cloth, 6s. [Shortly

.

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL-
MANACK. Complete in Two Sekiks.
The First, from 1835 to 1843 ; the
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering
of the Best Humour of Thackeray
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu-
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts
by Cruikshank, Landells, &c. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cruikshank.
By Blanchakd Jerrold. With 84 Illus-

tra lions and a Bibliography. Crown 8 vo,
cloth, «. 6d.

CUMM1NQ (C. F. GORDON),
Works by. Demy Svo, cloth, 65. each.

In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations.

In the Himalayas and on the
Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations

Two Happy Years in Ceylon.
With 28 Illustrations.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. Frontis.

CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand-
book of Heraldry; including instruc-
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering
Ancient MSS., &c. With 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s.

CYCLING, HUMOURS OF, By
Jerome K Jerome, H. G.Wells, Barry
Pain, C. Rook, Pett Ridge, J. F. Sulli-
van, &c. With Illusts. Cr.8vo,cl.. is. net.

DAUDET (ALPHONSE).— The
Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.
Translated by C. H. Meltzkr. Cr. 8vo,
c'oth, 3s 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds..2$.

DAVENANT (FRANCIS).—Hints
for Parents on the Choice of a
Profession for their Sons when
Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, 15. 6d.

DAVIDSON (HUGH COLEMAN).
—Mr. Sadler's Daughters. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-),
Works by. Cr. 8vo. is. ea.: cl.. is. 6d. ea.

One Thousand Medical Maxima
and Surgical Hints.

Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide,
Foods for the Fat: Dietetic Cure of

Corpulency,Gout, and excessive Leanness.

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s, ;

cloth, 2$. 6d.

DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete
Poetical Works. Edited with Notes, 9
by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,

crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each.

DEAK1N (DOROTHEA), Stories
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. Cxi. each.

The Poet and the Pierrot.
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid.

DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson
Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by George
Cruikshank. Large Type, Fine Paper
Edition, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 3.?. net.

DE GUERIN (MAURICE), The
Journal of. With a Memoir by Sainte-
Beuve. Fcap. 8vo, half-cloth, 2*. 6d.

DE MASSTRE (XAVIER).—

A

Journey Round nty Room. Transl.
Henry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 67.

DEMILLE (JAMES).—AStrange
Manuscript found in a Copper
Cylinder. Crown Svo, cloth, with 19
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 35. 6d.

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The
History of. By Arthur W. Clayden,
M.A. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo,
cloth, 10s. Cd. net.

DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble
Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 7*. 64.
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DE WINDT (HARRY).—Through
the Gold-Fields of Alaska to
Bering Straits. With Map and 33
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s.

DICKENS (CHARLES), The Life
of, as Revealed in his Writings. By
Percy Fitzgerald. F.S.A. With 2 Por-
traits and 2 Facsimile Letters. 2 vols,

demy 8vo, cloth, 215. net.

The Pocket Charles Dickens : being
Favourite Passages chosen by Alfred
H. Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net
leather, gilt top, 35. net.

DICTIONARIES.
The Reader's Handbook of
Famous Names in Fiction,
Allusions, References, Pro-
verbs, Plots, Stories,and Poems
By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

A Dictionary of Miracles
Imitative, Realistic, aud Dogmatic. By
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL,D. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

Familiar Allusions. By William A,

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 8vo,

cloth, 7$. 6d. net.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great
Men. With Historical and Explanatory
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

The Slang Dictionary : Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 6s. 6d.

Words, Facts, and Phrases
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out
of-the-Way Matters. By Elihzer
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.9. 6d.

DILKE (Sir CHARLES, M.P.)
—The British Empire. Crown 8vo,
buckram, $s. 6d.

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by.
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils,

With 95 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 35. bd.

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.

Four Frenchwomen, With Four
Portraits.

Eighteenth Century Vignettes.
in Three Series, each 6s. ; also a Fine-
paper Edition of the First Series, pott
8vo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3.?. net.

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and
other Papers. With 2 illustrations.

Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts.

DOBSON (W. T.).-PoeticaI In-
genuities and Eccentricities. Post
8vo, cloth, 2s. bd.

DOWLING (RICHARD). — Old
Corcoran's Money. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, bd.

DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm
ofQlrdlestone, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6^.,

DONOVAN (DECK), Detective
Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d . each.

Biddies Read.
J
Link by Link.

Caught at Last.
Suspicion Aroused;
Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Received*
Tracked to Doom.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3$. 6d. each.
Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective.
Deacon Brodle ; or. Behind the Mask.

Crown 8vo, cl„ 3s. 6d. each ; picture dL
flat back, 2s. each ; post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. fid. each.

The Man from Manchester.
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace*

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. each : cloth limp,2s. 6d. each
A Detective's Triumphs.
Chronicles of MichaelDanevitch.
The Records of Vincent Trill.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth,
flat back, 2s.

The Man-Hunter. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; picture
cloth, flat back, 2s.

Tales of Terror. Crown 8vo, cloth,
3s. 6d.

;
picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Dark Deeds. Crown 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Wanted I Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat

back, 2s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ;

cloth limp, 2$. 6d.

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD.
Edited by Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo,
cloth, with Portraits, 35. 6d. per Vol.

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes,
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by William Gifford,
Three Vols.

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol.
I. contains the Plays complete

; Vol. II„
Poems and Minor Translations, with an
Essay by A. C. Swinijurne ; Vol. III.,

Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
Marlowe's Works. One Vol.
Massinger'g Plays. From Gifford's

Text. One Vol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE,
Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each.

A Social Departure. With in
Illustrations by F. H. ToWNSEND.

An American Girl in London.
With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsknd.

The Simple Adventures of a
Memsahlb. With 37 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
A Daughter of To-Day.
Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations.

DUTT CROMESH C.).—England
and India: Progress during One
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25.

DYSON (EDWARD). — In the
Roaring: Fifties* Crown Svo, cloth, 6s,
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EARLY ENGLISH POETS*
Edited by R v. A. B. Grosart, D.D
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. 6d. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles) Poems, One Vol
Davles* (fair John) Complete

Poetical Works. Two Vols.

FENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. (id. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily.
The White Virgin.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

A Woman Worth Winning.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray.
Commodore Junk.
Black Blood. | In Jeopardy*
Double Cunning.
A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of the Castle.
The Master of the Ceremonies.
The Story of Antony Grace.
The Man with a Shadow.
One Maid's Mischief.
This Man's Wife.
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three

Bits of Paste.
Running Amok.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 65. each.

Black Shadows.
The Cankerworm.
So Like a Woman.

EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE),
Novels by.

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo,

illustrated hoards, 2 t.

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth,

V. W. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s.

A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, §s. 6d

EDWARDS (ELIEZER). Words,
Pacts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of

Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way
Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. <W.

EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).-
Su.ssex Folk and Sussex Ways.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. Wace
3nd Pour Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, $s*

EGOLESTON (EDWARD).—
Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25.

ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris:
Recollections of Louis Philippe and the
Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.5. 6./.

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The

:

A Practical Guide for Selecting or Building

A. Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth,

35. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2$.

a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

FIREWORK-MAKING,TheCom-
plete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury. By i'HOMAS KENTISH. With
267 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 35, 6d.EYES, Our: How to Preserve

Them. By John BROWNING. Crown
8vo, cloth, is

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by.
Little Essays : Passages from the

Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo,
cloth, 2,r. 6d.

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s, 6d. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Bella Donna. 1 Polly.
The Lady of Brantome.
Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.

The Life of Charles Dickens as
Revealed in his Writings. With
Portraits and Facsimiles, 2 vols, demy
8vo, c!oth, 21s. net.

The Life of Laurence Sterne.
With a Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

PA Mil IAD Al l ITQIANIQ* MicnAiTiiLi j\t\ ALLUoiuiio • mis-
cellaneous Information, including Cele-
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces,

• Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,

Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c.
By W. A. and C. G. Wheeler. Demy
8vo. c'oth, Js. 6d. net.

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS
of Great Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7.9. 6d.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4.% 6d. each.

The Chemical History of a
Candle; Lectures delivered before a

Juvenile Audience. Edited by William
Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illusts.

On the Various Forces ofNature,
and their Relations to each
other. Edited by William Crookes,
F.C.S. With Illustrations.

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE),
Works by.

Popular Astronomy. Translated by

f Ellard GORE, F.K.A.S. With Three
Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium
8vo, cloth, ioj. 6d.

Thunder and Lightning. Trans-
lated by Walter Mostyn. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net.

FARRER (J. ANSON).—War:
Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

FICTION, a Catalogue of, with
Descriptions and Reviews of nearly
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be
sent free by CHATTO & WINDUS upon
application.

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.)
Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in

Heaven, Victoric on Earth, Triumph over
Deaih ; with Minor Poems. Notes by
Rev. A. B. GROSART. Cr. 8vo,cl, 3$. 6d,

FI N - BEC. —The Cupboard
Papers. The Art of Living and Dining.
Post 8vo, cloth, 2f. 6d.
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FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER)
—Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth, 3« 6d.

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels
by

—

continued.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

' The Dead Heart.
For Lack of Gold.
What Will the World Say?
For the King.

| A Hard Knot.
In Pastures Green.
In Love and War.A Heart's Problem.
By Mead and Stream.
Fancy Free.

| Loving a Dream.
In Honour Bound.
Heart's Delight.

|
Blood-Money.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6^. each ; pos
8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each.

One by One t A Real Queen.A Dog and his Shadow.
Ropes of Sand. Wth Illustrations.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Queen Cophetua.

| Olympia.
Romances of the Law.
King or Knave ?

wn,vR tJKjy iti s uaugnier, ^rown ovo,
cloth, 35. 6d.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each;
III UDU rtLCLl IM)«II(LS, 2.X. v .It. Jl.

Eeth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl.

uioouii
{
l.. 0. )j fNoveis Dy.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. e?ch.

The Freemasons.
|
Burnt Spices.

GILBERT (WILLIAM).—James
Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 25.FRY'5 (HERBERT) Royal

Guide to the London Charities.
Edited by John Lane. Published
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original
Plays. I n 3 Series, post 8vo, 2s. 6d. each

The First Series contains : The Wicked
World — Pygmalion and Galatea —
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of
Truth—Trial by Jury— lolanthe.

The Second Series contains: Broken
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts —
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'—The Sorcerer

—

The Pirates of Penzance.
The Third Series contains : Comedy and

Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen-
crantz and Guildenstern— Patience

—

Princess Ida—The Mikado- Ruddigore
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon-
doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia.

Eight Original Comic Operas
written by W. s. Gilbert. Two Series,
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of
Penzance— lolanthe— Patience— Prin-
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury.

The Second Series contains : The Gon-
doliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia.
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks
—Haste to the Wedding.

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth-
day Book : Quotations for Every Day
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson.
Royal i6mo? cloth, 2s. 6d.

GARDENING BOOKS. PostSvo,
is. each

; cloth, is. 6d. each.A Year's Work in Garden and
Greenhouse. By George Glenny.

Household Horticulture. By Tom
andjANE Jerrold, Illustrated.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

GAULOT (PAUL), Books by.
The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The

Terror.' Translated by JOHN DE Vil-
liers. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis-
piece by Stanley Wood, 3s. 6d. ; picture
cloth, flat back, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
Love and Lovers of the Past.

Translated by C. Laroche, M.A.A Conspiracy under the Terror.
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. With
Illustrations and Facsimiles.

GERARD (DOROTHEA).-A
Queen of Curds and Cream. Crown
8vo. cloth, 3 jr. 6d.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
Collected by the Brothers Grimm and
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With
Introduction by John Ruskin, and 22
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank,
Square 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, Js. 6d.

QISSING (ALGERNON), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each,

A Secret of the North Sea.
Knitters In the Sun.
The Wealth of Mallerstang.
An Angel's Portion.
Baliol Garth.
Dreams of Simon Usher. [Shortly,

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).-
Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Robin Gray.
The Golden Shaft.
The Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
Of High Degree.
Queen of the Meadow.

LENNY (GEORGE).—A Year's
Work In Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, i*.

;
cl„ u. 6<*.
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GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives
of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2s

ULANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Ulustra

tions by Htjmk Nisbet.

The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash-
onaland. Two lllusts. by Hume NlSBKT.

A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece.

The Golden~Rock. With Frontispiece

by Stanley Wood. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Tales from the Veld. With 12

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations

by J. S. CromptOn, R.I. Large crown
8vo. cloth, gilt edges. 5s

.

HAIR, The: Its Treatment in
Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.

PlNCUS. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, 15. 6d.

HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Morrow.
The Serpent Play,

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, 185.

HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches
of Irish Character. With Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood by Cruik-

shank, Maclise, GILBERT, and Harvey.
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7.5. 6i.

GOLDEN TREASURY of
Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quo-

tations from the Best Authors. By
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3s. 6d

GOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of
Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3s. 6d.

GORDON (SAMUEL). — The
Ferry of Fate : a Tale of Russian
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

GORElJ. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).
—The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc

tion to the Study of the Stars and

Nebulae. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. net.

Studies In Astronomy. With
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s

GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales
of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo , cl., 35. td.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The
Life of the, described from Antique

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W.
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer,
With 545 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cl., 7.? 6d

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE),
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each

The Millionaire Baby
The Amethyst Box.
The Woman in the Alcove.

GREENWOOD (JAMES).—The
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 35. 6d.

GREY (Sir GEORGE). — The
Romance of a Proconsul. By James
Milne. Ctown 8vo. buck^m. 6j

GRIFFITH (CECIL).—Corinthia
Marazion. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. Od,

GRIFFITHS (Major A.).—No. 90
and Blue Blood. Ctown Svo. cloth, 2s

GUNTER (A. CLAVERING).-
Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo

cloth, 3 C - 6d.

GlJTTENBERG (VIOLET),
Novels by." Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each;

Neither Jew nor Greek.
The Power of the Palmist.

fJYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by
Nora M. Statham. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d.

HALL (OWEN), Novels by.

The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo,

picture cloth, flat back, 2*.

Jetsam. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Eureka. I
Hernando.

HARTE'S (BRET) Col lected
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND
Dramatic Works. With Port.

II. The Luck ok Roaring Camp-
Bohemian Papers—American
Legends.

„ III. Tales of the Argonauts-
Eastern Sketches.

IV. Gabriel Conroy.
, V. Stories— Condensed Novels.

! VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope.

VII. Tales ofthe Pacific Slope— II.

With Portrait by John Pettie.

VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress.
"

IX. Buckeye and Chapparkl.

„ X. Tales of Trail and Town.

Bret Harte's Choice Works in Prose

and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Bret Harte's Poetipal Works, In-

eluding Some Later Verses. Crown
8vo, buckram, 4s. 6d.

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in

One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top,

2s. net ;
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

On the Old Trail.
Under the Redwoods.
From Sandhill to Pine.
Stories in Light and Shadow.
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each : post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 25. each,

Gabriel Conroy.
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus-

trations by Stanley L. Wood.
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With

59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
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HARTE'S (BRET) Works—cont.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d each.

Susy. With 2 musts, by J. A. Christie.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c.

.With 39 Illusts. oy Dudley Hardy, &c.
Clarence : A Story of the American War.

With 8 Illustrations by A.Jule Goodman
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra-

tions by A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c,
Devil's Ford, &c. With Frontispiece,
The Crusade of the * Excelsior.'

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge.
Three Partners; or, The Big

Strike cn Heavy Tree Hill,
With 8 Illustrations by J. Gulich.

Tales of Trail and Town. With
Frontispiece bv G. P. JACOMB HOOD,

Condensed Novels. New Series.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; picture cloth,

flat back, 2s. each.
A Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbcttle's Client.A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's.

With numerous Illustrations.

Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations
by W. D. Almond and others.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Luck of Roaring Camp, and

Sensation Novels Condensed.
(Also in picture cloth at same piicc.)

An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Caiifornian Stories.

Post Svo, illus. bds., 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each.
Flip.

I
Maruja.

A Phyllis of the Sierras.

HALL1DAY (ANDREW).-
Every-day Papers. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories
by.

The Glamour of the Impossible;
and Through a Keyhole. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Nature's Vagabond, &c. Crown Svo,
cloth, 6s.

HANDWRITING, The Phllo-
sophy of. With over ioo Facsimiles.
By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6d.

HANKY-PANKY: White Magic,
Sleight of Hand, &c. Edited by W.
H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 4$. 6d.

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each.

The Lesser Evil.
Man, Woman, and Fate.
A Butterfly,

HARDY (THOMAS), — Under
the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the Fine Paper

- Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net

;

leather, gilt ed^es, 3j. net.

HARKINS (E. F.).—The Schem-
ers. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s.

HAWEIS(Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured

Frontis. and 91 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s.
The Art of Decoration. With

Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustra-
tions. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s.

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustra-
tions. Post 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis-
piece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children. With 8
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.
Crown 4to, cloth, 3?. 6d.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).—Amerl-
can Humorists: Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Tames Russell Lowell, Artemus
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN),
Novels by. Crown Svo. cloth, 35. 6d,
each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2^ each.

Garth. [ SSllice Quentin.
Fortune's Fool.

|
Dust. Four Illusts.

Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts.

D. Poindexter's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
Love—or a Name.

Miss Cadogna. Post 8vo, Illustrated
boards, 2s.

Sebastian Strome. Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6d.

HEALY (CHRIS), Books by.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6,?. each.

Confessions of a Journalist.
Hsirs of Reuben.
Mara.
The Endless Heritage. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3^. 6d.

HECKETHORN (C. W.), Books
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

London Souvenirs.
London Memories: Social, Hls-

torical, and Topographical.

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR), Books
by. Post Svo, cloth, 2?. 6d. each.

Animals and their Masters.
Social Pressure.
Ivan de Biron. Crown Svo, cloth

3.y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HENDERSON (ISAAC).—Agatha
Page. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d.

HENTY (G. A.), Novels by.
Rujub, the Juggler. Derny8vo,cIoth,

with 8 Illustrations by S. L. Wood. 5s, ;

post Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d. ; Must, boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each.
The Queen's Cup.
Dorothy's Double.
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret

HERMAN (HENRY).—A Leading
Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d,

Digitized
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HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the
Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. 6d. ;

picture cloth, flat back, zs. ;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

HUGO (VICTOR).—The Outlaw
of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert
Campbell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

HUME (FERGUS), Novels by.
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8vo,

cloth, js. 6d. ;
picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown
8vo. cloth, is. 6d.

The Wheeling Light. Crown 3vo,

cloth, g It top. bs.

HILL (JOHN), Works by.
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s.

The Common Ancestor. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by.
Crnwn 8vo, cloth. 6s. each.

17_ _ T?\ + *rtfo**n 1H 1 Rlllc fLTtd StfiOl.

HOEV (Mrs. CASHEL). —The
Lover* s Creed. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, is.

HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

The Professor's Experiment.
Nora Creina.
Lady Verner's Flight.
Lady Patty. |

Peter's Wife.
The Red-House Mystery.
An Unsatisfactory Lover.
April's Lady.
A Maiden All Forlorn.
The Three Graces.
A Mental Struggle.
Marvel. 1

A Modern Circe.
In Durance Vile.

An Anxious Moment.
A Point of Conscience.
The Coming of Chloe. [ Lovice.

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).—
King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25

Illustrations. Crown 8vo ,cloth, 15. net.

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a.

By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul
Lange, ]. w. graham, J. H. Salter,

Phcebe Allen, S. J.
Beckett, L. Rivers

Vine, and C. F. Gordon Cumming.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

HOLMESlOLIVERWENDELL),
• Books by. _ _

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J.

GORDON
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Also the Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo,

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt edges,

35. net. Another Edition.post 8vo, cloth.25.

The Autocrat or cog j>reaivi«Aofc-

Table and The Professor at the
Breakfast-Table. In one vol., post

8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

HUNT'S (LE1QH) Essays: A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, -&c.

Ed. by E. OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-cl. 2s.

uiivit [M re a prfdi Novels
by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. eacn I Post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
That Other Person.

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice
Works In Prose and Verse. With
life of the Author, Portrait, and 200

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice
Humorous Works ; including his Ludi-

crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns,

Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece.

Crown 8vo cloth, 35. 6d.

HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints
on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of
Them. Crown 8vo, is. ;

cloth, is. 6d.

HOPKINS ITIOHK), Novels by.
For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

'Twixt Love and Duty.
The Incomplete Adventurer.
The Nugents of Carriconna.
Nell Haffenden. With 8 Illustrations.

1NMAN (ncKHtiK 1) ana
HARTLEY ASPDEN.—The Tear of

Kalee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK
(The) and Licensed Victualler's

Manual. By J.
Trevor-Davies.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s.HORNE (R. HENQIST).—Orion.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys.

HORN IMAN (ROY), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.?. each.

Bellamy the Magnificent.
Israel Bank;

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR,
Songs of. Edited by A. Perceval
Graves. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

JAMES (C. T. CO-—A Romance of

the Queen's Hounds. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, is. 6d.
HORNUNQ (E. WO, Novels by.

The Shadow of the Rope. Crown
8vo, cloth, $s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$. each.

Stingaree. | A Thief in the Night
JAMESON (WILLIAM).-My

Dead Self. Post 8vot
cloth, zs. 6rf.
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JAPP (Dr. A. H.).—Dramatic
Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s.

KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial
Facts and Fictions: Humorous
•Sketches* Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
25. ; cloth, 2s. 6d.JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by.

The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott

8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ;
leather, gilt

edges, 3$. net.

Nature near London. Crown 8vo,

buckram, 6s. ; post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. • Large
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl„

gilt top, 2.s. net ; leather, gi't edges, 35.net.

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo,

cloth, 2s. 6d. ; Large Type, Fine Paper
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 35. net.

The Pocket Richard Jefferies;
being Passages chosen from the Nature
Writings of JEFFERIES by Alfred H.
Hyatt, 161110, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.

;

leather, gilt top. 35 net.

J. MAWS A^l jf %JL XVAl^JIActiX U U .LtjSi*

By Sir Walter Besant. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s.

KING (R. ASHE), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

'The Wearing of the Green.'
Passion's Slave. | Bell Barry.
A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth,

35. 6d. \ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

KIPLING PRIMER (A), lnclud-
ing Biographical and Critical Chapters,
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L.
Knowles. With Two Portraits. Crown
8vo. cloth, 35. 6d.

KNIGHT (WILLIAM and
EDWARDS —The Patient's Vade
Mecum : How to Get Most Benefit
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vo,
cloth, it. 6d.

LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete
Works in Prose and Verse, including
* Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.'

Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2

Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Series),

cloth, 35. 6d.

The Essays of Ella (both Series). Post
8vo, hah-cloth, 2j.—Also the Fine Paper
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 25. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 3$. net.

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters
by Charles Lamb, selected from his

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

The Dramatic Essays of Charles
Lamb. With Introduction and Notes
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-plate

Portrait. Fcan Rv\ h*T*-^Wh *. <^

JENNINGS (H. J.).—Curiosities
nf CritiHam Pn^t fivn rloth ?c fW%JM wl 1 LIViDlll * XT U3i OVkJ

f
i^ll/LII, io* ^t*«

JEROME (JEROME K.).—Stage-
land. With 64 Illustrations by j. Ber-
nard Partridge. Fcap 4to, is.

JERROLD (DOUGLAS) .— The
Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog
Letters. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

JERROLD (TOM), Works by.
Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Household Horticulture.

JESSE (EDWARD). — Scenes
and Occupations of a Country Life.
Post 8vo, cloth, 2s.

JOHNSTON (R.).—The Peril of
an Km pi re. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

LAMBERT (UfcURUt;. — lue
President of Boravla. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.),
Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each.

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legend-
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous
Illustrations.

Crowns and Coronations. With 91
Illustrations.

LAN DOR (WALTER SAVAGE).
—Citation and Examination of

William Shakespeare* &c, before
Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing,

19th September, 1582 ; and A Confer-
ence of Master Edmund
Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touch-
ing the state of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.JONSON'S (BEN) Works, With

Notes and Biographical Memoir by
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo,

cloth, 35. 6d. each.

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM).
—The Thousand and One Nights,
commonly called in England The
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments. Translated from the Arabic
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav-
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by
E. S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley
Lane-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl„ 22s. 6d.

IOSFPHUS The Comnlete
Works of. Translated by William
WhistON. Containing ' The Antiquities

of the Jews,' and 'The Wars of the Jews.'
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d.

KEATING (JOSEPH).—Maurice.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.r.

LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Po3t 8vof

half-cloth, 2s.

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post Svo,

cloth, 2s. 6d.

Humour of the Law* Post 8vo, cl,, 2s,

KEMPT (ROBERT).—Pencil and
Palette : Chapters on Art and
Artists. Post 8vo, cloth, 24. 6d,
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MEADE (L. T.), Novels by.
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 5j. fd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
The Yoice of the Charmer.
In an Iron Grip.

| The Siren.
Dr. Ramsey's Patient.
On the Brink of a Chasm.
The Way of a Woman.
A Son of Ishmael.
An Adventuress. J Rosebury.
The Blue Diamond.
A Stumble by the Way.
XUIo ArUUUlOBvUlV IS Ul 111*

MOORE (THOMAS), Works by.
The Epicurean; and Alolphron.

Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

Prose and Verse: including Suppressed
Passages from the Memoirs of Lord
Byron. Edited by R. H. Shepherd.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7 % 6d.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations.

Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations.

Val Strange. 1 Hearts.
The Way of the World.
A Model Father.
Old Blazer s Hero.
Cynic Fortune.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little Girl.
Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.
Mount Despair.
A Capful 0' Nails.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
This Little World.
A Race for Millions.
The Church of Humanity.
Tales in Prose and Verse.
Despair's Last Journey.
V.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfleld.

Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*.

His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3$. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25.

Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition,
medium 8vo, 6d.

Bob Martin's Little Girl. Cheap
Edition, post 8vo, cloth, is. net.

MEDICI SERIE5 (The) of Re-
productions from the old Masters.
A full Prr*Qt^pr,

f 11^ nf thw fm rwirtontiUU AT 1 Uo^JtVl U3 \Jl 11119 illlLJUI lalil

Series of Plates may be had.

MERIVALE (HERMAN).—Bar,
Stage, and Platform: Memories.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloih. 6.?.

MERRICK (MOPE). — Wnen a
Girl's Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d.

MERRICK (LEONARD), Novels
by.—The Han m?ho vras Good.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.6d. ; post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
HTVi fn StarfA of Pools. 1 Cvnfhln.AUAB OU15Q A \M%MMa*

| ^Jjf MM %tMMMCmm

MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK).
rujoiuiujjjr 1 vpi 111c 1 uuny , or,

The House of Life. With numerous
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth. 25. 6d.

MINTO (WM.).—Was She Good
or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

The Lone Star Rush. WithS Musts.
Only a Nigger.
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2*. eadh.
Plotters of Paris.
The Temple of Death.
Towards the Eternal Snows.
Belforts of Culben. Or. 8vo, cloth, 6s-

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and
HENRY HERMAN, Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards. 2s. each.

One Traveller Returns.
The Bishops' Bible.
PaulJones's Alias. With Illustrations

by A. Forestikr and G. Nicolet.
MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 &d* each
The Gun-Runner. With .Frontispiece.

Renshaw Fanning's Quest. With
Frontispiece by Stanley L. Woods.

Triumph of Hilary Blachland.
Havlland'8 Chum.

MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by.
Post 8vo, cloth, zj. 6d. each.

A Game of Bluff.
A Song of Sixpence.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; picture cloth
flat backs, 2s. each.

Tita TjTI file nf GAVftvil Pidifa1av.
The King's Assegai. With 6 Illus-

trations by Stanley L. Wood.
UavIav f>i>Annnn.lr'ii CliA.i*<fA drown

8vo, cloth, 6s.

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each.

Basile the Jester.
Young Lochinvar.
The Golden Idol.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Dead Man's Secret.
From the Bosom of the Deep.MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).—

Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2*.

Stories Weird and Wonderful.
Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. id.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood.
With 12 Illustrations by Stanley L.
Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture
cloth, flat back, 2s.

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).—
The Abdication : A Drama. With 7
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 215.

Digitized by CjOCK^Ic



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C 17

MORRIS (Rev. W. MEREDITH,
B.A.). — British Violin - Makers,
Classical and Modern. With numerous
Portraits, Illustrations, and Facsimiles of
Labels. Demy 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d. nef

.

MORROW (W. O.-Bohemlan
Paris of To- Day. With ic6 Illusts.by
Edouard Cucuel. Small demy 8vo,cl.,6x.

MY FIRST BOOK. By Walter
Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus-
sell, Grant Allen, Hall Caine.
George R. Sims, Rudyard Kipling,
A. Conan Doyle, M, E. Braddon
F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard
R. M. Ballantyne, I. Zangwill
Morley Roberts,D. Christie Murray.
Marie Corelli,

J. K. Jerome, John
Strange Winter, Bret Hakte, 1

Q„
t

Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Steven-
son. With Prefatory Story by Jerome
K. Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. Demy
8vo, art linen, 35. 6d.

NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken
from the Bnemy. Fcp. 8vo, pic, cov., is

N1SBET (HUME), Books by.
'Ball Up I' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
;

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d.
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2$.

Lessons in Art. With 21 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d.

NORDAU (MAX).—Morganatic:
A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth
Lee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Saint Ann's.
| Billy Bellow.

M iss Wen tworth's Idea. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 35. 6d.

OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by.
Doctor Ramoau. PostSvo, illustrated

boards, 2s.

A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. :

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

A Last Love. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (yd. each,
Love's Depths.
The Money-maker.
The Woman of Mystery.
The Path of Glory. Translated by

F. Rothwei.L. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s,

OSBOURNE (LLOYD). — The
Motormaniacs. Crown 8vo, cloth
decorated. 3s. 6d.

07SHaUGHNE3SY (ARTHUR),
Poems by.

Music & M oomlght. Fcp. 8vo, cl., 7^. 6J.
Lays ofFrance. Cr. 8vn. cloth. iot.

OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s. ea^h.

Tricotrin.
Ruffino.
Othmar.
Frescoes.
Wanda.
Ariadne.
Pascarel.
Chandos.
Moths.
Puck.
Idalia.
Bimbi.
Signa.
Friendship.
Ouilderoy,

A Dog of Flanders.
Cecil Castlemaine's
Cage.

Princess Napraxine.
Held in Bondage.
Under Two Flags.
FoIIe Farine.
Two Wooden Shoes.
A Village Commune.
In a Winter Cicy.
Santa Barbara.
In Maremma.
Strathmore.
Pipistrello.
Two Offenders.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,?, 6d. each.
A Rainy June. I The Massarenes.
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6 ; /. eacn.
Under Two Flags.
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
The Massarenes.
Friendship.

Moths.
Puck.
Tricotrin.
Chandos.
Ariadne.

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post
8vo, pictire cloth, Hat back, 2s. ; illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large
Type Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, net

;

leather, is. 6d. net.

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3^. 6d. ; pxture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Santa Barbara, Cheap Edition, post
8vo, cloth, is. net.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected
from the Works of Ouida by F, Sydney
Morris. Post 8vo. cloth, $s.—Cheap
Edition, illustrated boards, is.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.
Whiteladies. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12

Illustrations, 3s, 6d. ;
post Svo, bds., 2s.

The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

ORROCK (James), Painter, Con
noisseur, Collector. By Byron
Webber. With nearly 100 Photogravures
and many Half-tone Drawings. Two
Vols., small folio, buckram, 10 guineas net.

PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza's Hus-
band. Fcap., 8vo, is. : cloth, is. 6d,

PALMER (W. T.), Books by.
Crown Svo, cloth, with Front: s., 6s. each.

Lake Country Rambles.
In Lakeland Dells and Fells.

PANDURANG HARI; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface
by Sir Bartle Frerk. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.

PARADISE, The Book of.
Translated from the Syriac, with an
Introduction, by E. A. Wallis Budge,
Litt.D. 2 vols, large crown 8vo. cloth,

15*. net. jShartly.

PARIS SALON, The Illustrated
Catalogue of the. With about 300
Illustrations, Published annually. Demy
8vo, 3,5.

Digitized by
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PASCAL'S Provincial Letters.
With Introduction and Notes by T.

M 'Crik. P.P. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 25.

PASTON LETTERS (The), 142a-
1500. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by Tames Gatrdner. Six Vols.,

demy 8vo, linen, gilt top, £3 i$s- the set.

PAUL (MARGARET A).—Gentle
and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s

PAYN (JAMES), Novels by.
Crown 8vo.'cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Lost Sir Massingberd.
The Clyffards of Clyffe.
A County Family. .

Less Black than We're Painted.
By Proxy, I For Cash Only.
High Spirits. |

Sunny Stories.
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Musts,

The Family Scapegrace.
Holiday Tasks. •

The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts.

The Mystery of Mirbridge,
The Word and the Will.
The Burnt Million.
A Trying Patient.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Humorous Stories. |
From Exile.

The Foster Brothers.
Married Beneath Him.
Bentinck's Tutor.
Walter's Word. I

Fallen Fortunes.
A Perfect Treasure.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Carlyon's Year. I Cecil's Tryst.
Murphy's Master. ( At Her Mercy.
Some Private Views.
Found Bead* f

Mirk Abbey
Gwendoline's Harvest.
A Marine Residence,
The Canon's Ward.
Hot Wooed, But Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward
The Best of Husbands.
Halves. |

What He Cost Her.
Kit :A Memory. |

Under One Roof.
Glow-Worm Tales.
A Prince of the Blood.

A Modern Dick Whittington
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait of Author
3$.6<i.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition,

post 8vo, cloth, is. net.

Notes from the * News.' Crown 8vo

cloth, is. td,

Popular Editions, medium 8vo( 6rf, each

Lost Sir Massingberd.
Walter's Word.

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDE-
LEY), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth,

2s. 6d. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With 10 Full-

page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier.
The Muses of Mayfair s Vers de

Societe. Selected by H. C. Pevnell.

PENNY (F. E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Sanyasl.
|

Dilys.
Caste and Creed.
The Tea-Planter.

PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Waters of Destruction.
Red Records.
A Free Solitude. {Shorilv.

East of Sues. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3$-

PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the
Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W.
Reed. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth. 2s. 6d.

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. each

.

Famous Yiolinists and Violins.
The Confessions of a Yiolinist.
Voice and Violin.

PILK1NGT0N (L. L.).—Mailen-
der's Mistake. Croa/n 8vo, cloth, 6s.

PLANCHE (J. R.), Works by,

The Pursuivant of Arms, with

6 Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth, 7s. &d,

Eongs and Poems. Edited by Mrs.

Mackarness. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

PLUTARCH'S Lives of Illus-

trious Men. With Life of Plutarch
by J- and W. LANGHORNE, and Por-

traits. Two Vols., 8vo, half-cloth, ios.6^.

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice
Works: Poems. Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by Charles
Baudelaire. Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 6d.

POLLOCK (W. H.).—The Charm,
and Other Drawing-Room Plays.

By Sir Walter Besant and Walter
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the
Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap-
tain E.).—The Best of the Fun.
With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48

others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.),

Works by.
a £J .

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. od. each.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps

for every Night in the Year.
'

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Familiar Science Studies.
Mysteries of Time and Space.
The Universe of Suns.

Saturn and its System. With 13

Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6dt

yGoogle
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PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL),
Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s. ea.

The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
Christina Chard.

, ir

Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3_. 6d. each.

Nulma.
I

Madame Izan.
* As a Watch in the Night.'

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition,

post 8vo, cloth, is. net.

The Lost Earl of Elian. Crown
8yo, cloth, 6s.

PRICE (E. C). — Valentina.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss
Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo,

cl., 3s. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illust. boards, 25.

RAMBOSSON (J.). — Popular
Astronomy. Translated by C. R
Pitman. With 10 Coloured Plates and

63 Woodcuts. Cmwn 8vr>, cioth, 3,v. 6d.

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels.
Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen

Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d each.

Peg Wofflngton ; and Christie
Johnstone.

Hard Cash.
The Cloister and the Hearth.

With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant.
1 It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Love Never

Did Run Smooth ; and Single-
heart and Doubleface.

The Autobiography of a Thief:
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
The Jilt: and Good Stories ofMan
and other Animals.

A Perilous Secret.
Readiana ; and Bible Characters.

In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. each.

Peg Wofflngton. |
A Simpleton.

Christie Johnstone.
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.
The Course of True Love Never

Did Run Smooth.
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; JamesLambert.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
A Terrible Temptation,

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels—
continued.

Hard Cash.
J

Readiana.
Foul Play. [

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself In His Place.
The Wandering Heir.
A Woman Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man, &c.
The Jilt ; and other Stories.

A Perilous Secret.

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions.
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather,

gilt edges, $s. net each.

The Cloister and the Hearth. With
32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine.

'It is Never Too Late to Mend.'

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.1

Foul Flay.
|
Hard Cash.

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie
Johnstone.

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Double Marriage.

Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each.

Christie Johnstone. With Frontis.

Peg Wofflngton.

The Wandering Heir. Large Type
Edition, fcap.8vo, cloth, 1$. net : leather,

Is. 6d. net.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
Edition de Luxe, with 16 Photogravure
and 84 half-tone Illustrations by Matt
B. Hewerdine. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net.

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, is.

Selections from the Works of
Charles Reade. Edited by Mrs. A.

iRELAN'D. Post 8vO, cloth, 2S. 6d.

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov-
els by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

.

The Man who Lost his Past. With
50 Illustrations by Tom Browne, R.I.

The Bayswater Miracle.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each.

The King's Counsel.
Bemi-Soclety.
There and Back.

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by.
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown

8vo, cloth, 3_. 6d,

Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3^. 6d. ; post Svo, picture boards, 2s.

Pest 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s . each.

The Uninhabited House.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales.
Her Mother's Darling.

RIMMER (ALFRED).— Rambles
Round Eton and Harrow. With 52

Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 31. 64.

Digitized byGoogle
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RIVES (AMELIE)* Stories by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.

Barbara Derlng

.

Meriel : A Love Story.

ROWLEY (Hon. HUGH). Post
8v.-», cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Punlana : or, Thoughts Wise and Other-
wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles,
Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c, with
numerous Illustrations.

More Punlana. With numerous Illusts.

ROBINSON (P. W.), Novels by.
Women are Strange. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

The Hands of Justioe. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3 j. 6d. ; post 8vot illnst. bdsM 2s.

The Womftn In Aha Davit. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; post8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by.
Schools and Scholars. Post 8vo,

cloth, is, 6d.

Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

ROLFE (FR.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Hadrian the Seventh.
Don Tarquinlo.

RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by.
A Country Sweetheart. Crown 8vo,

picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3*. 6d. \ picture cloth, flat back. 2s.

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY,
THE: A List of Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the
Conqueror. -066 In Gold anH Colours $s.

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his
Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L.
Davies. With Illustrations coloured by
hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, 16s. net.

ROMANOFFS, THE CURSE OF
TH6: A Study off the Reigns of
Paul 1. and Alexander 1. of Russia.
By A. S. Kappoport, M.A. W.th
Porlraits. Demy 8vo, cMh. [S ^rfh.

RUSSELL (HERBERT).—True
Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note
by Oliver Wendell Holmes.

The Junior Dean.
Orchard Damerel.
The Master of St. Benedict's*
In the Face of the World.
To His Own Master.
The Tremlett Diamonds.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Wooing of May.
Fortune's Gate.
A Tragic Honeymoon*
Gallantry Bower.
A Proctor's Wooing.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
mJM.AO. 1/U11UCU O 0WM^vtt.
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations.

DACPNIfl A DTP M / A \ A Hariri-vUdciNUAKl ciN^A.;.—A nana-
book of Architectural Styles. Trans
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7$ 6d.

ROSS (ALBERT).—A Sugar
Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels
by. Crown 8yo, cloth, 65. each.

Overdue. | Wrong Side Out.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards. 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Round the Galley-Fire.
In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Booh for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.'
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.
The Tale of the Ten.
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea,
The Good Ship 4 Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man ?

I
Heart of Oak.

The Convict Ship.
The Last Entry.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.

A Tale ofTwo Tunnels.
The Death Ship.

The Ship : Her Story. With 50 Illustra-

tions by H. C. Seppings Wright.
SrnaH 4to. cloth. 6s.

The 4 Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra-

tions by G. E. Robertson. Large
crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5$.

The Convict Ship. Popular Edition,
medium 8vo, 6d.

SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A
1 *v*fi^iriA C*milv Cr ftvrt r*\ tr fuli^cvmiiuiv rmuiiji v/i. ovu, ci., ^s. 00,

SALA (Q. A.).—Gaslight and
Daylight. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s.

SALMON (A. L.).—Literary
Rambles in the West of England.
With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 65.net.

SCOTLAND YARD, Past& Present
By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post
8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. : cloth, 2s. 6d.

SECRET OUT, The: Tricks with
Cards, &c. 300 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl., 4^ 6d.

SERGEANT(ADELINE), Novels
by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. each.

Under False Pretences.
Dr. Endicott's Experiment.

The Missing Elisabeth. Crown 8vo,
doth, 6*,
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The).
In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net per
Vol.

;
leather, gilt edges, 3s, net per Vol.

By Sir Walter Besant.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
Sir Richard Whittington.
Gaspard de Coligny. J London.

Bv Hall Caine.
The Deemster.

By Wilkie Collins.
The Woman in White.

By Daniel Defoe.
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus

trations by G. Cruikshank,
By Austin Dobson.

Eighteenth Century Vignettes.
First Series. With 3 Illustrations.

By Thomas Hardy.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By Bret Harte.
Condensed Novels.

By Oliver Wendell Holmes.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-

Table. Illustrated by J. G. Thomson.
By Richard Jffferies.

The Life of the Fields.
The Open Air.
Nature near London.

By Charles Lamb.
The Essays of Ella.

By Lord Macaulay.

History of England, in 5 Volumes.
By Justin; McCarthy.

The Reign ofQueen Anne, in 1 Vol.
A History of the Four Georges
and of William IY., in a Vols.

A History of Our Own Times from
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols.

By George MacDonald.
Works ofFancyand Imagination,

in 10 Vols. (For List, see p. 15.)

By Charles Reade.
The Cloister and the Hearth. With

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hevverdine.
•It Is Never Too Late to Mend/

By Robert Louis Stevenson.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque.
Men and Books.
New Arabian Nights.
Across the Plains.

1 Merry Men.
The Poems of R. L. Stevenson.

By H. A. Taine.
History of English Literature, in

4 Vols. With 32 Portraits.

By Mark Twain—Sketches,
By Walton and Cotton.

The Complete Angler.

SHAKESPEARE the Boy: Home
and School Life, Games and Sports,
Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the
Time. By W. J. RoLFE. With 42 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

SHARP (WILLIAM).—Children
of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS
in Verse and Prose. Edited by R.
Herne Shepherd. Five Vo's., crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, each.

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.

:

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering
Jew ; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind and
Helen

; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais.
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna : The Ceuci •

Julian and Maddalo ; Swell foot the Tyrant

;

The Witch of Atlas
; Epipsychidion ; Hellas

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

Prose Works, in Two Vols.

;

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ;

Letters to Leigh Hunt j Minor Writings.
Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad

;

Translations and Fragments ; a Biography.

SHERARD (R. H.).—Rogues.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD
BRINSLEY) Complete Works.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$, 6cl.

The Rivals, The School for Scan-
dal, &c. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

Sheridan's Comedies : TheRivals
and The School for Scandal.
Edited by Brander Matthews. With
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, buckram, i2r.6d.

SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by.
The Purple Cloud. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Unto the Third Generation. Cr. 8vo,

cloth, 6s.

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in-
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J.
C. Hotten. With 95 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth. %x. 6d.

SINCLAIR (UPTON). — Prince
11 age n. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

SISTER DORA. By M, Lonsdale.
Demy 8vo, $d. ; cloth, 6d.

SKETCH LEY (ARTHUR).—

A

Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards. 25.

SENIOR (WM.).-By Stream
and 5ea. Post 8vo cloth, 2*. 6d.

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His-
torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl.

(
6s. 6d.

SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by.
Cro%vn 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Magic 0 f To -Morr0w.
Comet Chaos.

SMITH (J. MOYR), Books by.
The Prince of Argolis. With 130

Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
The Wooing of the Water Witch.

With Illustrations. Post 8vo
(
cloth, 6*.
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SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by.
For Life—and After. Cr. Svo, cl., 65.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each ; cloth
limp, 2s. 6d. each.

The Ring o' Bells.
Tinkletop's Crime. | Zeph.
Dramas of Life. With 6o Illustrations.

My Two Wives. 1 Tales of To-day.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments.

Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth,

i*. 6d. each.
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader.
The Case of George Candlemas.
Dagonet Ditties,

i
Life We Live.

Young Mrs. Caudle.
Li Ting of London.

Crown 8vo, cloth, jt. 6d. each; post 8vo,
picture boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. &d, each.
Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Dagonet Abroad.
Rogues and Vagabonds.

SPEIGHT (T. W.) f Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke;
By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked ; & Sandycroft Mys-

tery, t The Golden Hoop.
Back to Life.

|
Quittance In Full.

The Loud water Tragedy*
Burgo's Romance.
A Husband from the Sea.

Post 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. each,
A Barren Title.
Wife or No Wife.

Crown Svo. cloth. 35. 6d. each.
Her Ladyship. 1 The Grey Monk;
The Master of Trenancs.
The Secret of Wyvern Towers.
The Doom of Siva.
The Web of Fate.
Experiences of Mr. Verachoyle.
As it was Written.

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.8vo, cloth, 6s.

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical
Birthday Book. Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth
,
js. 6d. each.

Once upon a Christmas Time.
With 8 Illustrations by Chas. Green, R.I.

In London's Heart.
A Blind Marriage.
Without the Limelight.
The Small-part Lady.
Biographs of Babylon.
Among My Autographs. 70 Facsims.

STEDMAN (E. C).-Victorian
Poets, Crown 8vo, cloth, gs.

STEPHENS (RICCARDO).—The
Cruciform Mark. Cr. 8vo, cl., $s. 6d.

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).

—

Philip Winwood. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d.

Picture c!oth, flat back, 2s. each.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
In London's Heart.

5TEPNIAK (S.).—At the Dawn
of a New Reig-n : a Study of Modern
Russia. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.r.

How the Poor Live; and Horrible
London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is.

Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8yo. is.
Mary Jane's Memoirs. Popular

Edition, medium 8vo, td.

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE).
—The Afghan Knife. Post 8vo, cloth,
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards. 2s.

STERNE (LAURENCE), The
Life of. By Percy Fitzgerald. With
a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$.SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decanted

by G. S. Edwards. With 66 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. STOCKTON (FRANK R,).-The

Young Master of Hyson Hall. With
36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth!
$s.6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2r.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown
Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).

-

Sonjjs of Adieu. 4to. Jap. vellum, 6*

STODDARD (C. W.), Books by.
Pa t Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. net each.

South- Sea Idyls: Summer Cruising.
The Island of Tranquil Delights.5PENSER for Children. ByM.H.

Towry. With Coloured Illustrations by
W. J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. td. STRANGE SECRETS. Told by

Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle.
F. MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.SPETT1QUE (H. H.). - The

Heritage of Eve. Cr. Svo cloth 6j STRUTT (JOSEPH). — The
-Sports and Pastimes of the People
of England. With 140 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE). — An
Industrious Chevalier. Cr. Svo, 6*.

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by.
Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d
Carlton Priors. Crown Svo, cloth, 6,j,

SUNDOWNER, Stories by.
Told by the Taffrail. Crown 8to.

cloth, is. 6d,
The Tale of the Serpent* Crown

Svo, cloth, flat back, is.

STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A
Flash of the Will. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6*.
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STEVENSON (R. LOUIS),
Works by. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.

Travels with a Donkey. With a
Frontispiece by Walter Crane.

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis-
piece by Walter Crane.

Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
The Silverado Squatters.
The Merry Men.
Underwoods : Poems.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque.
Ballads.

I
Prince Otto.

Across the Plains.
Weir of Harm iston.
In the South Seas.
Essays of Travel.
Tales and Fantasies.
Essays in the Art of Writing.

Songs ofTravel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 55.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo,
buckram, 6s. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 25.;

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d.

Post 8vo, half-cloth, is. net each
;
leather,

2s. net each.
Prayers Written at Yailima.
A Cnristmas Sermon.

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's
Diamond. (From New Arabian
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J.
Hexnessy. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth,

25. (ul. ; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d.
The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas-

sages. i6mo, cl.
t
2s. net ; leather, 35. net.

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions.
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ;

leather, gilt edges, 3s. net each.

Yirginibus Puerisque.
Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
New Arabian Nights.
Memories and Portraits.
Across the Plains.
The Merry Men.
The Poems of R. L. Stevenson.

R. L. Stevenson : A Study. By H. 6.
Baildon. With 2 Portraits. Crown
8vo, buckram, 6s.

Recollections of R. L. Stevenson
in the Pacific. By Arthur John-
STONK. With Portrait and Facsimile
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 65, net.

SURTEES (ROBERT). —
Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's
Hunt. With 79 Illusts. by John Leech.
Post Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, 2s.

SUTRO (ALFRED). - The
Foolish Virgins; Fcp. 8vo, is.; cl., is. 6d.

SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J.
ARMOY KNOX,—On a Mexican
Mustang Through Texas, from the
Gulf to the Kio Grande. With 265 Illus-

trations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d,

SWIFT S (Dean) Choice Works,
in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por-
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.

Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of
a Tub. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J.
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.

SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON
CHARLES) Works.

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's
Works. Fcap, 8vo, 6s.

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, 6*.

Chastolard : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, ys.

Poems and Ballads. First Series.
Crown 8vo, 9$.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Crown Svo, os.

Poems and Ballads. Third Series.
Crown 8vo, js.

Songs before Sunrise. Crown Svo,
105. 6d.

Bothwell : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, its. 6d.
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s.

George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G.
Chapman's Works.) Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 12s.

Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s.A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown
8vo, 6a.

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown
8vo, Ss.

Songs of the Springtides. Crown
Svo, 6s.

Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, ?s.

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s.

Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 3vo, gs.

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8*.A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo, 7*.

Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Crown
8vo, 6*.

A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. Svo, 6S .

Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 12s.

liOcrine ; A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.

A Study of Ben Jon son. Cr. 8vo, 7s.

The Sisters : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.

Astrophcl, &c. Crown Svo, 7$.

Studies in Prose and Poetry,
Crown Svo, 95.

The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7*.

Rosamund, Queen of the Lom-
bards ; A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s,

A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 7$.

Love's Cross -Currents: A Year's
Letters. Crown Svo, 6.*. net.

William Blake. Crown 8vo, 6s. net.

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poems.
In 6 Vols., crown 8vo, 36$. net the set.

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra-
gedies. In 5V0IS., cr.8vo

f
305.net the set.

TAINE'S History of English
Literature. Trans, byHenry Van Laun.
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 30s.—POPULAR
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, cl., 15?. ;

Fixe Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with
32 Portraits, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s,

net per voL ; leather, gilt edges, 35. net
per vol.
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TAYLOR (TOM) . — Historical
Dramas : 'Jeanne DarC ' 'TwixtAxe
and Crown." 4 The Fool's Revenge,
1 Arkwright's Wife,' * Anne Boleyn,"
1 Plotand Passion.' Crown 8vo, 15. each.

TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD).—

A

Bird's-eye View of Picturesque
India. With 32 Musts. Cr. 8vo. cl., 6s.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and
Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by
Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Thackeray (The Pocket). Arranged
by A. H. Hyatt. In i6mo, cloth, gilt

top, 25. net ; leather, gilt top, 35. net.

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by.
The Siren's Web. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.
Comrades True, Crown 8vo, cloth, 65,

THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by
In a Cathedral City. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
The House on the Scar.
The Son of the House.

THOMSON'S SEASONS,and The
Castle of Indolence. With 48 Ulus
trations. Post 8vo, haif-cloth, 2s.

THOREAU: His Life and Aims.
By A. H. Page. With a Portrait Post
8vo, buckram, $s. 6d.

THORNBURY (WALT),Books by
The Life and Correspondence of

J. M. W. Turner. With 8 Coloured
Musts, and 2 Woodcuts. Cr, 8vo, cl., $s.6d.

Tales for the Marines* Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 25.

TIMBS (JOHN), Works by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

Clubs and Club Lite in London.
With 41 Illustrations.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities. With 48 Illustrations.

TOMPKINS (HERBERT W.).—
Marsh-Country Rambles. With a
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$.

TREETON (ERNEST A.).—The
Instigator. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6t,

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s, 6d. each; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Way We Live Now.
Frau Frohmann.

j Marion Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguerb.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Kept in the Dark.
The American Senator.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.

each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. eac

Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress.

|
Anne Furness.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—Diamond
Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, Ulus. bds., :

TWAIN S (MARK) Books.
Author's Edition de Luxe of the
Works of Mark Twain, i

Volumes (limited to 600 Number©
Copies), price I2J. 6d. net per Volume
(Can be subscribed for only in Sets.)

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown
8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each.

Mark Twain's LibraryofHumour.
With 197 Illustrations by E. W. Kemblk.

Roughing It : and The Innocents
at Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. Kraser.

The American Claimant. With 81
Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others.

* The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
With in Illustrations.

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With
Illustrations by Dan Heard.

Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port.

Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait

and Six Illustrations by Louis LOEB,
A Tramp Abroad. Wiih 314 Musts.
-The Innocents Abroad: or, New

Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Mu ts.

*The Gilded Age. By Mark twain
and C. D. Warner. With 212 Musts.

The Prince and the Pauper.
With 190 Must' ations.

* Life on the Mississippi. 300 Musts.
* The Adventures of Huckleberry

Finn. 174 Musts, by E. W. Kemble.
A Yankee at the Court of King

Arthur. 220 Musts, by Dan Beard.
* The Stolen White Elephant.
#The £1,000,000 Bank-Mote.
A Double - barrelled Detective

Story; With 7 Illustrations.

The ChoiceWorks ofMark Twain.
With Life, Portrait, and I llusti ations.

*
a* The Books marked * may be had also in
post 8vo, picture boards, at 2;. each.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$. each.

Personal Recollections of Joan ot
Arc. With 12 Musts, by K. V, Du Mokd.

More Tramps Abroad.
The Man that Corrupted Hadley-

burg. W ith Frontispiece.

Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo,

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges,

3$. net; picture boards, 2s,

TWELLS (JULIA H.).—Et tu,
Sejane I Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—
Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth,

Ss. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards,
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TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Buried Diamonds.
The Blackball Ghosts.
What She Came Through.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each.

Saint Mungo's City. I Lady Bell.
The Huguenot Family.
Disappeared. | Noblesse Oblige.
Beauty and the Beast.

Crown 8vo, c'oth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Macdonald Lass.
The Witch.Wife.
Rachel Langton. I Sapphira.
Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses.
A Honeymoon's Eclipse.
A Young Dragon.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Three Men of Mark.
In Clarissa's Day.
Sir David's Visitors.
The Poet and his Guardian Angel.

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo,
picture c'oth, flat back, 2s.

The Bride's Pass. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. ; Cheap Edition,
cloth, i*. net.

UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by.
The Queen against Owen. Crown

8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ;
picture cloth, flat back,

2s. ;
post 8vo, picture boards, 2s.

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-A
Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations

by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

VASARI. -Stories of the Italian
Artists from Vasari. Arranged by
E. L. Seeley. Lari*e crown 8v>, buck-
ram, with 8 F«*ur-Colour Plates and 24
in Two Tints, 7*. 6d. net ; Edition de
Luxe, demy 8vo, with additional
Coloured Plates, i$s. net. A Prospectus
may be had.

VASHTI and ESTHER. By
' Belle ' of The World. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3*. 6d.

VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.),
Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Scorpion.
The Lover's Progress.
With Zola in England. 4 Ports.

APath ofThorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

The Wild Marquis : Life and Adven-
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

WALLACE (LEW.).—Ben-Hur:
A Tale of the Christ. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

WALLER (S. E.)«—SebastianPs
Secret. With 9 Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl.

# 6s.

WALTON and COTTON'S
Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth.

gilt, 2s. net : leather, gi|t edges. 3s. net. _

WALT WHITMAN, Poems~by.
Edited, with Introduction, by W. M. Ros-
SKTTI. With Port. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6*.

WARDEN (FLORENCE), by.
Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

A Fight to a Finish. Cr. 8vo, cl, 3*. &*.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each.
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts.

What Ought She to Do?
Tom Dawson.
The Youngest Miss Brown.
Loire and Lordship.
The Old House at the Corner.

WARMAN (CY).—The Express
Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

WARRANT to Execute Charles I.

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and
Seals. 2s.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen
Of Scots. Including Queen Elizabeth's
Signature and the Great Seal. 2s.

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).

—

The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. .

WEATHE R,How to Foretell the,
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations.

Crown. 8vo, is. ; cloth, 15. 6d.

WEBBER (BYRON).—Sport and
Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s.

WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's
White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by.
Trust-Money. Crown 8vo .cloth, 3s. 6d.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each.
As a Man Sows. I The Old Bank.
Dr. Wynne's Revenue.
The Sacred Crescents.
A Very Queer Business.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
A Woman Tempted Him.
For Honour and Life.
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Snuff.
With the Red Eagle.
A Red Bridal. I Nigel Fortescue.
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene.
The Old Factory.
80ns of Belial.

|
Strange Crimes.

Her Ladyship's 8eoret.
The Phantom City.
Ralph Morbreok's Trust.
A Queer Race.

I Red Ryvington.
Roy of Roy's Court.
As Luck would have it.

The Old Factory. Medium 8vo, 6d,
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W ESTB U RY (ATHA) . — The
Shadow of Hilton Ferobrook. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

WHEELWRIGHT (E. G.).—A
Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth, 65.

WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

A Forbidden Name.
Many Ways of Love, With 8 IUusts.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6y. each.

Mazeppa.
Near the Tsar, near Death
A Splendid Impostor.

WHITE (G ILBERT) .— Natural
History of Selborne, Post 8vo, cloth, zs.

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by,
Science in Snort Chapters. Crown

8vo. cloth, 7*.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo. cloth, 65.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).—

A

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

WILLS (C. J.) t Novels by.
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3s. bd.

His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by-
Chapters on Evolution. With 259

Illustrations. Crown 8vo
f
cloth, js. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s.

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d.

Common Accidents, and how to
TreatThem. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Ulustra
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE),
by. Post 8vo, 25. each ; cloth 2s, 6<2.each

Cavalry Life. _
Regimental Legends.

Cavalry Life and Regimental
Legends, together. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3$. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, zr.

WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient
Legends, Charms,and Superstitions
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories
by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards 2s. each.

Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.
WOOLLEY (CELIA PARKER).—

Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo.2j.6rf.

WRAGOB (CLEMENT L.).—
The Romance of the South Seas.
With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth,

7s. fid. net.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), by.
CaricatureHistoryofthe Georges;

or, Annals of the House of Hanover.
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus-

trated by F. W. FAIRHOLT. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 75. 6d.

ZANGWILL (LOUIS).—A Nine-
teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3/. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by.
Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited,
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vize-
Telly. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

His Masterpiece. I TheJoy of Life.
Germinal.
The Honour of the Army.
Abbe Mouret's Transgression,
The Fortune of the Rougons.
The Conquest of Plassans.
The Dram-Shop.
The Fat and the ThiBU

I Money.
His Excellency.
The Downfall.
Lourdes.
Rome.
Paris.

The Dream.
Doctor Pascal.
Fruitfulness. .

Work.
Truth.

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each.

The Dram-Shop. I Paris.
Lourdes. | Rome. I

The Downfall.

With Zola in England. By Ernest
A. Vizetelly. With 4 Portraits. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions, many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Valerie's Fate.
A Life Interest.

Mona's Choice.
By Woman's Wit.
The Cost of Her Pride.

Barbara.
A Fight with Fate.
A Golden Autumn.
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor.
The Step-mother.

A Missing Hero.

By M. ANDERSON.
Othello's Occupation.

By C. W APPLETON.
Rash Conclusions.

By GRANT ALLEN
Phfflstia. I

Babylon.
Strange Stories.

For Maimie's Sake.
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.

The Tents of Shem.

The Great Taboo.
Dumaresq's Daughter.
Duchess of Powysland.
Blood Royal.
Ivan Greet's Masterp! ce.
The Scallywag.
At Market Value.
Under Sealed Orders.

ARTEHUB WARD'S WORKS, Complete.

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD.
Fhra the Phoenician. 1 Constable of St. Nicholas

Digitized byGoogle
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Fhe Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued.
By Rev. S. BARING-COULD

(ted Spider. I
Eve.X By ROBERT BARR.

In a Steamer Chair. I A Woman Intervenes.
From Whose Bourne. | Revenge I

A Prince of Good Fellows.

By FRANK BARRETT.
A Prodigal's Progress.
Woman of Iron Bracelets.
Fettered for Life.

Between Life and Death.

The Harding Scanda
Under a Strange Mask.
A Missing Witness.
Was She Justified?

By ' BELLE.'—Vashti and Esther.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.
The Gates of Wrath. | The Grand Babylon Hotel.

Anna of the Five Towns.

By Sir W. BE 8ANT and J. RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

|

By Celia's Arbour.
My Little Girl.
With Harp and Crown,
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.

Chaplain < f the Fleet
The Seainy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
In Trafalgar's Bay.

The Monks of Theleraa. I The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack. I Holy Rose.
World"Went Well Then.
Children of Gibcon.
Heit P-'ulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
The Revolt of Man.
The Bell of St. Paul's.
Annorel of Lyonesse.
S. Katherine's by Tower.

Verbena Camellia Stepha-
The Ivory Gate. [notis.

The Rebel Queen
Dreams of Avarice.
In Deacon's Orders.
The Master Craftsman.
The Ci y of Refuge.
A Fountain S'-aled.

The Changeting.
The Fourth Generation.
The Charm.
The Alabaster Box.
The Orange Girl.

The Lady of Lynn.
No Other Way

By AMBROSE BIERCE.-In Midst of Life.

By HAROLD BINDLOSB.
Ainslie's Ju-ju. | A Sower of Wheat.

By M. HOD. BODKIN, K.O.
Dora MyrL

I
Shillelagh and Shamrock.

Tatsey the Omadaun.
By PAUL BOURGET.—A Living Lie.

By J. D. BRAYSHAW.-Slum Silhouettes.

By H. A. BRYDEN.—An Exiled Scot.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
Foxglove Manor.
The Charlatan

The New Abelard.
Matt.

I
Rachel Dene.

Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Red and White Heather.
Lady Kilpatrick.
Andromeda.

GELBTT BURGESS and WILL IRWIN.
The Picaroons.

By HALL CAINE.
Shadow of a Crime. | Son of Hagar.

| Deemster.

By R. W. CHAMBERS.—The King in Yellow.

By AU8TIN CLARE.—Bv Rise of River.
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIYE.

Paul Ferroll. | Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wile.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel.

By Y. LOYETT CAMERON.
The Cruise of the " Black Prince."

By WILKIE COLLINS.
Armadale. I After Dark.

'

No Name. I
Antonina

Basil. [ Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies
The Woman in White.
The Law and the Lady.
The Haunted Hotel.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Mist or Mis.

The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Two Destinies.
• I Say No.'
Little Novel*.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
The Evil Genius.
The Lcgacj^of Cain

By MORT. and FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith aad Scholar. I You Play Me Fake.
The Village Comedy. I Midnight to Midnight
By M. J. COLQUHOUN.—Every Inch a Soldier

By HERBERT COMPTON.
The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham.

By E. H. COOPER.—Geoffory Hamilton.

By Y. C. COTES.—Two Girls on a Barge.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
His Vanished Star.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By S. R. CROCKETT and others.
Tales of Our Coast.

By B. M
Diana Harrington.
Proper Pride.
A Family Likeness.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage.
Mr. Jervis.
Village Tales.
Some One Else.

| Jason.
Infatuation.

CROKER.
Tne Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Singlet
Two Masters.
In the Kingdom of Kerry.
Interference.
A Third Person.
Beyond the Pale.
Miss Balmaine's Past.
Terenc«*. | The Cat's-paw

By ALPHONSB DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

By H. C. DAYIDSON.-Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By DOROTHEA DEAKIN.
The Poet and the Pie/rot.
The Princess and the Kitchen-maid,

By JAMES DB MILLS.
A Strange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder.

By HARRY DB WINDT.
True Tales o? Travel and Adventure.

By DICK DONOYAN.
Man rom Manchester. I Tales of Terror.
Records of Vincent Trill. I Chro.ofMichael Danevitch
Myst. of Jamaica Terrace. Tyler Tatlock, Detective.
Deacon Brodie. | A Detective's Triumphs.

RICHARD DOWLING.-Old Corcoran's Money.
CONAN DOYLE.—The Firm of Girdlestone.

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN.
A Daughter of To-day I Vernon's Aunt.

By ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie LovelL | A Plaster Saint.

By G. S. EDWARDS.—Snazelieparilla.

By G. MANYILLE FENN.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray.
Commodore Junk.
The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily.
The White Virgin.
Black Blood.
Double Cunning.
The Bag of Diamonds.

A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of the Castle.
Master of the Ceremonies.
The Man with a Shadow.
One Maid's Mischief.
Story of Antony Grace.
This Man's Wife.
In Jeopardy.
Woman Worth Winning.
A Crimson Crime. •

A Rogue'
Blind Love.

Running Amok.
By PERCY FITZGERALD.—Fatal Zero.

By Hon. Mrs. W. FORBES.—Dumb.
By R. E. FRANCILLON.

One by One. | A Real Queen. I A Dog and his Shadow.
Ropes of Sand. | Jack Doyle's Daughter

By HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. I The Lawton Girl.

By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shirts.

By DOROTHEA GERARD.
A Queen of Curds and Cream.
By CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray. The Braes of Yarrow.
Of High Degree, Queen of the Meadow.
The Golden Shaft. The Flower of the Forest

By E. GLANYILLE.
The Lost Heiress. The Golden Rock.
Fair Colonist I Fossicker. Tales from the Veld.

By E. J. GOODMAN.
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.

By ALFRED A. GRACE*
Tales of a DyingRace.
By CECIL GRIFFITH.-Cormthia Mar*sJt*

By A. CLAYERING OUMTflft.
A Florida Enchantment.
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—amtitnttd.
By GYP.-ClocJo.
By OWBN HALL.

The Track of a Storm | Jetsam.

BT COSMO HAMILTON.
Glamour of the Impossible ; and Through a Keyhole.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

MEADE.
On Brink of a Chasm,
The Siren.
The Way of a Woman.
A Son of Ishmael.
The Blue Diamond.
Rosebury.

by the Way.

By BBET HARTB.
ackProtegee of Tat

Clarence. [Hamlin'
Barker's Luck.
Devil's Ford.
Crusade of ' Excelsior.
Three Partners.
Gabriel Conroy.
New Condensed Novels.

A Waif of the Plains.

A Ward of the Golden
Gate. [Springs.

A Sappho of Green
Col Starbottle's Client.
Susy.

I
Sally Dows.

Bell-Ringer of Angel's.
Tales of Trail and Town.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. I Dust. I Beatrix Randolph.
Ellice Quentin. I David Poindexter's Dis-
Sebastian Strome. I appearance.
Fortune's F00L |

Spectre of Camera.
Love—or a Name.

By CHRIS HEALT.—The Endless Heritage.

By Sir A. HELPS.—Ivan de Biron.

By I. HENDERSON. -Agatha Page.

By 6. A. HENTY.
Dorothy's Double. | The Queen's Cup.
Rujub, the Juggler. | Colonel Thorndyke's Secret

By HEADON HILL.—Zambra the Detective.

By JOHN HILL.—The Common Ancestor.

By TIGHB HOPKINS.
Twixt Love and Duty. I Incomplete Adventurer.
Nugents of Carriconna. | Nell Haffenden.

By B. W. HORNUNO.
1 he Shadow of the Rope.

By YICTOR HUOO.-The Outlaw of Iceland.

By FERGUS HUME.
Lady from Nowhere. | The Millionaire Mystery.

By Mrs. HUNOBRFORD,

By L. T.
A Soldier of Fortune.
In an Iron Grip.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient.
The Voice of the Charmer.
An Adventuress.
This Troublesome World.

A Stumble

By HOPE MERRICK.
When a Girl's Engaged.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
This Stage of Fools. | Cynthia.

The Man who was Good
By EDMUND MITCHELL.

The Lone Star Ru>h. | Only a Nigger.

By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Gun-Runner. I The King's Assegai.
Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. | Renshaw Farming's Quest.
The Triumph of Hilary Blachland. | Haviland's Chum.

Mrs. MOLESWORTH.—Hathercourt Rectory.
By J. B. MUDDOCK.

Maid Macian and Robin I Basile the Jester.
Hood.

I
Golden Idol.

Young Lochinvar.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.

Professor's Experiment.
A Point of Conscience.
A Maiden all Forlorn
The Coming of Chloe.
Nora Creina.
An Anxious Moment.
April's Lady.
Peter's Wife.
Lovice.

Marvel.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
In Durance vile.

A Modern Circe.
Lady Patty.
A Mental Struggle.
Lady Verner*s Flight
The Red-House Mystery.
The Three Graces.

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
The Leaden Casket. Self-Condex
That Other Person. Mrs. Juliet

By R. ASHE KING.—A Drawn Game.
ByGEORGE LAMBBRT.-President of Boravia

By EDMOND LBPELLBTIBR.
Madame Sans-Gene.
By ADAM LILBURN.—A Tragedy in Marble

By HARRY LINDSAY.
Rhoda Roberts.

Patricia Kemball.

Under which Lord t

My Love I ' | lone.
Paston Carew.
Sowing the Wind.
With a Silken Thread.

The Jacobite.
" LlN'
Atonement Learn Dundas
The One Too Many.
Dulcie Everton
Tne Rebel of the Family
An Octave of Friends.
The World Well Lost

By 'HENRY W. LUCY.-Gideon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
A Fair Saxon.
Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Camiola. | Mononia.
Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Miss Misanthrope
justi

Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring,

isanthrope. The Three Disgraces.
IN H. MCCARTHY.-A London Legend
By GEORGE MACDONALD.

Heather and Snow.
By W. H. MALLOCK.—The*New Republic
JyVM MAROUBprrTE.-The^W,.
By RICHARD MARSH.—A Spoiler of Men,

Bob Martin s Little Gid.
Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.

Mount Despair.
A Capful o' Nails.
Tales in Prose and Verse.
A Race for Millions.
This Liitle World.
Hi's Own Ghost.
Church of Humanity.
Despair's Last Journey.

A Life's Atonement
Joseph's Coat
Coals of Fire.
Old Blazer's Hero.
V»l Strange. | Hearts.
A Moael Father.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World
V.C.

By MURRAY and HERMAN,
The Bishops' Bible | Paul Jones's Alias.

One Traveller Returns.

By HUME NISBET.-'Bail Up I'

By W. B. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's. | Billv Bellew.

Miss Wentworth's Idea.

By G. OHNET.-A Weh-d Gift.

Love's Depths. | The Woman of Mystery.
The Money-maker.

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies. | The Sorceress.

By OUIDA,
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore. I Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage.
Tricotrin. | Puck.
Folle-Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
PascareL | Signa.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Wooden Shoes.
In a Winter City.

The Massarenes.

Friendship. I Idalia.

Moths. Ruffino.
Pipishrello. | Ariadne.
A Village Commune.
Bimbi. I Wanda.
Frescoes. | Othmar.
In Maremma.
Syrlin.

|
Guilderoy.

Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.
The Waters of Edera,
A Rainy June.

By MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMBS PAYN.
Lost Sir Massingberd. High Spirits. I Bv Proxy.

The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the WOL
Sunny Stories.
A Trying Patient.
Modern Dick Whittlngton

The Clyffards of Clyffe.

The Family Scapegrace.
ACounty Family. [Painted.
Less Black than We're
A Confidential Agent
A Grape from a Thorn.
In Petil and Privation.
Mystery of Mirbridge.

By WILL PAYNE.—Jerry the Dreamer

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregaskiss.
Christina Chard. | Nulma. | Madame Ixan.

• As a Watch in the Night.'

By B. C. PRICE.-Valentina,
By RICHARD PRYCB.

Miss Maxwell's Affections.

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDBLL.
Weird Stories. | A Rich Man's V-
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£ Thb Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued.
By CHARLES READS.

Peg Woffington ; and
Christie Johnstone.

Hard Cash.
Cloister and the Hearth.
Never Too Late to Mend.
The Course of True
Lore ; and Singleheart
and Doubleface.

Autobiography of a
Thief; Jack of aU
Trades f A Hero and
a Martyr; and The
Wandering Heir.

„ By FRANK RICHARDSON.
Man Who Lost His Past. | The Bayswater Mystery.

„ . ^ By AHELIB RIVES.
Barbara Denng.

| Meriel.

„.v „ ,
By P. W. ROBINSON.

The Hands of Justice. | Woman in the Dark.
By ALBERT ROSS.—A Sugar Princess.

By J. RUNCIMAN.-Skippers and Shellbacks.

_ . v
By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

Round the Galley Fire.

Griffith Gaunt.
Lore Little, Love Long.
The Double Marriage.
Foul Play.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
The Jilt, & other Stories .

& Good Stories of Man.
A Perilous Secret.
Readiana ; and Bible
Characters.

In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
Book for the hammock.
Mystery of 4 Ocean Star.'
Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
A Tale ofTwo Tunnels.

My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on Wide Wide Sea
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man ?

Good Ship • Mohock.
The Convict Ship.
Heart of Oak.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

The Death Ship.

By DORA RUSSELL.-Drift of Fate.
By HERBERT RUS8BLL.—True Blue.

By BAYLB ST. JOHN.-A Levamiue Family.
By ADELINE SERGEANT.

Dr. Bndicotfs Experiment
| Under False Pretences.

By WILLIAM SHARP.
Children of To-morrow.

By H. P. SHIBL.—The Purple Cloud.
By GEORGE R. SIMS.

Dagonet Abroad.
Once uponChristmasTime.
Without the Limelight.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
Biographsof Babylon.

In London's Heart.
Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
The Small-part Lady.
A Blind Marriage.

By UPTON SINCLAIR.-Prince Hagen.
By J. MOYR SMITH.—The Prince of Argolis.

By T. W.
The Grey Monk.
The Master of Trenance.
The Web of Fate.
Secret ofWyvera Towers.

SPEIGHT.
I As it was Written.
Her Ladyship.
The Strange Experiences

1 of Mr. Verschoyle.
The Doom of Siva.

* rr „ AL** 8T* AUBYN,A Fellow of Trinity. The Tremlett
The Junior Dean.
Master of St. Benedict's.
To his Own Master.
^Galiantay Bower.
In Face of the World.
Orchard DamereL

— Diamonds.
The Wooing of May.
A Tragic Honeymoon.
A Proctor's Wooing.
Fortune's Gate.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mary Unwtn.

Mrs. Dunbar's Secret
By JOHN 8TAFFORD.-DorisandI.

By R. STEPHENS.-The Cruciform Maik.
R. NEILSON STEPHENS.—Philip Winwood.
By R. A. STERNDALE.—The Afghan Knife.

By R. L. STEVENSON.—The Suicide Club.
By FRANK STOCKTON.

The Young Master of Hyson Hall.

By SUNDOWNER.—Told by the TaffraU.By SWEET and KNOX.
On a Mexican Mustang.
By ANNIE THOMAS.—The Siren's Web.

By BERTHA THOMAS.
In a Cathedral City.

r n. eu
By

t?
RAMCBS B * TROLLOPS*

Like Ships Upon Sea. | Anne 1'urnes.s.
Mabel's Progress.

_ „, By ANTHONY TROLLOPS.
The Way we Live Now. I Marion Fay.
Frau Frohmann. I Scarborough's Family.

The Land-Leaguers.

. ,„ 3* HARK TWAIN.
Choice Works. Pudd'nhead Wilson,
Library of Humour.
The Innocents Abroad.
Roughing It; and The
Innocents at Home.

A Tramp Abroad.
The American Claimant.
Adventures Tom Sawyer.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Tom Sawyer, Detective.

c. c.

The Gilded Age.
Prince and the Pauper.
Life on the Mississippi.
Huckleberry Finn.
A Yankee at Court
Stolen White Elephant.
.£1,000,000 Bank-note.
A Double-barrelled Detec-

tive Story.

FRASER-TYTLER.—Mistress Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
Buried Diamonds.
The Blackhali Ghosts.
The Macdonald Lass.
Witch Wife.

I
Sapphire.

ALLEN UPWARD,

Mrs. Cannichael's God*
desses.

Rachel Langton.
A Honeymoon's Eclipse.
A Young Dragon.

•The Queen against Owen.
By ALBERT D. YANDAM.—A Court Tragedy
, % .

By E. A. YIZETELLY.
The Scorpion.

J
The Lover s Progress.

By LEW. WALLACE.—Ben-Hur.
By FLORENCE WARDEN.

Joan, the Curate.
| A Fi^ht to a Finish.

By CY WARMAN.—Express Messenger.
By A. WERNER.—Chapenga's White Mao.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Red Ryvington.
Ralph NorGreek's Trust
Trust-money.
Sons of Belial.

Roy of Roy's Court.
With the Red Eagle.
A Red Bridal.
Strange Crimes.
Her Ladyship's Secret

For Honour and Life
A Woman Tempted Him.
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Snuff,
Nigel Fortescue.
Bitch Dene.

|
BenClough.

The Pnantom City.
A Queer Race.
The Old Factory.

As Luck would have it.

By ATHA WESTBURY.
The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook.

. ^ ™ By PRBD WHISHAW.
A Forbidden Name

|
Many Ways of Love.

By C. J. WILLS.—An Easy-going Fellow.
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Lite : and Regimental Legends.

By LOUIS ZANGWILL.
A Nineteenth Century Miracle.

By EMILB ZOLA.
The Honour of the Army.
Germinal. | The Dream.
Abbe Mouret's Trans-
gression.

I Money.
The Conquest of Plassans.
Dram-Shop.

| Downfall.
His Excellency.

His Masterpiece.
The Fat and the Thin.
Dr. Pascal

| Joy of Life
Fortune of the Kougons.
Lourdes.
Rome
Paris.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each."™

i
By GRANT ALLEN.

Philistfa. I Babylon.
Strange Stories.
For Maunie's Sake;

Fruiti ulness.
Work.
Truth.

By In. ALEXANDER.
Blind Fate. I A Life Interest,
Valerie s Fate.

| Mono's Choice?
By Woman's Wit

By S. LESTER ARNOLD*
Phra the Phoenician.

AETHMUS WARD'S WORKS, Complete.

In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.
The Tents of Shem.
The Great Taboo.

Dumaresq's Daughter.
Duchess of Powsyland.
Blood Royal.
Ivan Greet s Masterpiece.
The Scallywag.
This Mortal ColL
At Market Value.
Under Sealed Orders. .
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Two-Shilling Novbls—continued.
By Re*. B. BARING-COULD,

Red Spider. |
Eve.

By FRANK BARRETT,
Fettered for Life.
Little Lady Linton.
Between Life and Death.
Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Folly Morrison.
Lieut. Barnabas.
Honest Davie.

A Prodigal's Progress.
Found Goilcy.
A Recoiling Vengeance
For Lnve and Honour.
John Ford. Sic.

Woman of Iron Bracelets.

The Harding ScandaL

By M. J. COLQUHOUN.—Every Inch a Soldier.

By C EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains*

By H. N. CRELLIN.—Tales of the Caliph.

MATT CRIM.—The Adventures of a Fair Rebe.

By B. M. CROKER,
Pretty Miss Nevilie.

A Missing Witness.

By Sir W. BBSANT and J. RICB.
Ready-Money Mortibuy.
My Little GirL
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.

The Monks of Thelema.

By Celta's Arbour.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucralt.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
The Bell of St. Paul's.

The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
St. Kathcrine sby Tower.
Verbena Camellia Stepha-
The Ivory Gate, [notis

The Rebel Queen.
Beyond Dreams Avarice.
The Revolt of Man.
In Deacon's Orders.
The City of Reiuge.

AD Sorts and Conditions.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle jack. [Then.
The World Went VeryWell
Children of Gibeon.
Herr Paulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
The Master Craftsman.

AMBROSE BIBRCB.—In the Midst of Life.

By FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. I Chronicles of No-man
Savage Life. I

Land.

By BRET HARTS*
Califoroian Stories. I Flip. I Maruja.
Gabriel Conroy. I A Phyllis of the Sierras.

Luck of Roaring Camp. I A Waif of the Plains.

An Heiress of Red Dot?. | Ward of Golden Gate.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master ofthe Mine.
Annan Water.

The Martyrdom of Ma-
deline.

The New Abelard.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Rachel Dene. | Matt,
Lady Kilpatrick.

BUCHANAN and MURRAY.—The Charlatan.

By HALL CAINB.
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster

The Shadow of a Crime.

By Commander CAMERON*
The Cruise of the * Black Prince.'

By HA YDEN CARRUTH.
The Adventures of Jones.

By AUSTIN CLARE.—For the Lore of a Lass.

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIYE
Paul FerroU. | Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls. | The Red Sultan.

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS.- The Bar Sinister.

By MORT. and FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid-
night.

A Fight with Fortune.

By WILKIE COLLINS,

Sweet and Twenty.
The Village Comedy.
You Play Me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
Frances.

Armadale. | After Dark.
No Name. | Antonina.
Basil. | Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
Miss or Mrs. T

The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The I -aw and the Lady.
The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel.
A Rogue's Lire.

Mf MVellaoies.

The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife
Poor Miss Finch.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
• I bay No 1

'

The Evil Genius.
Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Blind Love.

Diana Barrington.
A Bird of Passage.
Proper Pride. |

• To Let'
A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

Village Tales and Junglq
Tragedies.

|
Mr.Jervisj

Two Masters.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Singlet
Interference.

Michael Danevitch.
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Re
ceived.

Tracked to Doom.
Link by Link.
Suspicion Aroused.
Riddles Read.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

ByJAMES DB htlLLE.-A Strange Manuscript

By DICK DONOYAN.
The Man-Hunter.

.
« « .

-
Tracked and Taken.
Caught at Last 1

Who Poisoned Hetty
Duncan ? | Wanted I

Man from Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs.
Mystery Jamaica Terrace.

By Mrs. AN ftIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. |

Archie LovelL

By EDWARD EGQLESTON.—Roxy.
By G. MANVTLLE FENN.

The New Mistress. I The Tiger Lily.

Witness to the Deed. | The While Virgin.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. ] Fatal Zero I Seventy - five Brooke
Never Forgotten.

|
Polly. Street.

Second Mrs. Tillotson. | The Lady of Brantome.

By PERCY FITZGERALD and others.
Strange Secrets.

By R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympla. i King or Knave ?
One by One. Romances of the Law.
A Real Queen. Ropes of Sand.
Queen Cophetua. | A Dog and his Shadow.

By HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton GirL

Prefaced by Sir BARTLB FRERB.
Pandurang Hari.

By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
*vhat will the World Say ?

In Love and War.
For the King.
In Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.

Jn Honour Bound.
Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
By Mead and Stream.
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Money.

By WILLIAM GILBERT.-James Duke.

By ERNEST GLANYILLB.
The Lost Heiress. | 1 he Fossicker.

A Fair Colonist.

ANDREW HALLIDAY.—Every-day Papers
By THOMAS HARDY.

Under the Greenwood Tree.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNS*
EUice Quentin. | Garth. Love—or a Name
Fortune's Fool. David Poindexters Di
MissCadogna. | Dust. appearance. [Canier
Beatrix Randolph. The Spectre of tr

By Sir ARTHUR KELPS.-Ivan de Biroa
By G. A. HENTY.—Rujub the Juggler.

By HBADON HILL.-Zambra the Detective

By JOHN HILL.—Treason-Felony.
By Mrs. HUNGBRFORD.

A Maiden all Forlorn.
In Durance Vile.

Marvel. | Peter's Wife.
A Mental Struggle.
A Modern Circa
April's Lady.

Lady Venier's Flight.
The Red-House Myster
The Three Graces.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
Lady Patty.l Nora Crefa
Professor's Experiment
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Two-Shilling Novels—contin ued.

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY,—The Lover's Creed.

Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER,—The House of Raby,

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
That Other Person. | The Leaden Casket

Self-Condemned.

By MARK KERSHAW.
Colonial Facts aad Fictions.

By R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game. [Green,' I Passion's Slave.
• The Wearing of the | Bell Barry.

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-Gene.

By JOHN LEYS.—The Lindsays.

By E. LYNN LINTON.

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN.

Patricia Kemball.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord!
Paston Carew.
• My Love I ' | lone.
With a Silken Thread.

The Atonement of Learn
Duiulas.

Rebel of the Family.
Sowing the Wind.
The One Too Many.
Dulcie Everton.

By HENRY W. LUCY.-Gideon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.

Bentinck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy. ! Kit.

Cecil's Tryst. | Halves.
The ClylTards of Clyfifc
The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter s Word.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stones.
,£200 Reward.
A Marine Residence.
Mirk Abbey.

|
HigaSplrlts.

Under One Roof.
Carlyon's Year.
For Cash Only.
The Canon's Ward.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.

Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon. | Camiola.
Linley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.

Donna Quixote.
Maid uf Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.

By HUGH MACCOLL,
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.

GEORGE MACDONALD.- Heather and Snow.

By AGNES MACDONELL.—Quaker Cousins.

By W. H. MALLOCK.—The New Republic.

By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

By L. T. MEADE.—A Soldier of Fortune.

By LEONARD MERRICK,
The Man who was Good.

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOGK.
Dead Man's Secret. |

From Bosom of the Deep.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY

A Trying Patient.

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
The Romance of a Station I Christina Chard,
Outlaw and Lawmaker. [ Mrs. Tregaskiss

The Soul of Countess Adrian.

By RICHARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell's Affections,

By CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to

A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little GirL
Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime,
In Direst Peril.

Mount Despair.
A Capful o

s

Nails.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
Val Strange. | Hearts.
Old Blazer's Hero.
The Way of the World.
Cynic Fortune.
A Life's Atonement.

By the Gate of the Sea.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns. |

The Bishops* Bible.

Paul Jones's Alias.

By HUME NISBET.
'Bail Up 1'

I
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent.

By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's, '

| Billy Bellew.

By GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Rameau. |

A Weird Gift.

A Last Love.

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladtes. I

The Greatest Heiress in

The Primrose Path. 1 England.

By OUIDA,
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore. I Chandos.
Id alia. I

Tricotrin.

Under Two Flags.
Cecil CasUemaine's Gage.
Puck. I

PascareL
Folle-Farlne.

A Dog of Flanders.
Signa. I

Ariadne.
Princess Napraxine.
In a Winter City,

Friendship,

Two Little Wooden Shoes
Moths.

I
Bhnbi.

Pipistrello.

A Village Commune.
Wanda. I Othmar.
Frescoes. | Guilder oy.
In Maremma.
Ruflino.

I
Syrlin.

Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.
Ouida's Wisdom, Wit,

and Pathos

A Perfect Treasure.
What He Cost Her.
A Confidential Agent.
Glow-worm Tales.
The Burnt Million.

Sunny Stories.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The Family Scapegrace.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son,
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Less Black than We're
Painted. | By Proxy.

Some Private Views,
A Grape from a Thorn.
The Mystery of Mir-
bridge.

I
From Exile.

The Word and the Will.

A Prince of the Blood.

Mend. |
The Jilt.

Chri tie Johnstone.
The Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in His Place.

Love Little, Love Long.
Cloister and tho Hearth.
Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief,

A Terrible Temptation.

ul Play. I Hard Cash.
The Wandering Heir.
Singleheart, Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man, &c.
Peg Womngton.
Griffith Gaunt.
A Penlous Secret.
A Simpleton.
Readiana.
A Woman- Hater.

By Mrs. J H. RIDDELL.
The Uninhabited House.
The Mystery in Palace
Gardens.

Idle Tales.

Weird Stories.

Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.

The Prince of Wales s

Garden Party.

By F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange. I

The Woman in the Dark.
The Hands of Justice.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the
'Ocean Star.'

Romance Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy,

My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on Wide Wide Sea.
Good Ship ' Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Mant
Heart of Oak.
The Convict Ship.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry,

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

By GEORGE R. SIMS.
The Ring o' Bells.

Mary lane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To-day.
Dramas of Life.

Tinkletop's Crime.

Zeph.
I
My Two Wives.

Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show
Ten Commandments.
Dagonet Abroad.
Rogues and Vagabonds.

ARTHURSKETCHLEY.
By R. A. STERNDALE,

-A Match in the Dark.

-The Afghan Knife.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron I

Back to Life.

Dyke. The Loudwater Tragedy.

The Golden Hoop. Burgo's Romance.
Hoodwinked. Quittance in Full

By Devious Ways. 1 A Husband from the 5m.
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.

| Orchard DamereL
The Junior Dean. I In the Face of the World.
Master of St Benedict's. | The Tremlett Diamonds.

To His Own Master.
By R. LOUIS STBYBNSON.

New Arabian Nights.

By ROBERT 8URTEES.-Han<*ley Cross.

r
By WALTER THORNBURY.

• Tales for the Marines.

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPS.
Frau Frolunann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
The Way We Live Now.

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPS.
Like Snips upon the Sea. | Anne Furness,

Mabel's Progress.

The Land- Leaguers.
The American Senator.
Scarborough's Family.
Golden Lion of Granpere.

By HARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip.

j
Stolen White Elephant.

The Gilded Age. Life on the Mississippi
Huckleberry Finn. £1,000.000 Bank-Note.
Tom Sawyer. I Sketches.
By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.—MistressJudith.

r>^ . » B7 SARAH TYTLER.
Bride's Pass.

|
Lady Bell I The Huguenot Family. -

Buried Diamonds. The Blackball Ghosts.
St. Mango's City. What She Came Through,
Noblesse Oblige.

| Beauty and the Beast
Disappeared.

By ALLEN UPWARD.—Queen against Owen.
By WM. WESTALL.—Trust-Money.

By Mrs. WILLIAMSON.—A Child Widow
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.

Cavalry Life.
| Regimental Legends.

n By H. F. WOOD.
The Passenger from Scot- i The Englishman of the
land Yard.

| Rue Cain.

By MARG. WYNMAN.—My Flirtations.

THE NEW SERIES OF TWO-SHILLING NOVELS.
Bound in picture cloth, flat backs.

By EDWIN LESTER ARNOLD.
The Constable o- St. Nicholas.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
St. Katherine's by Tower. | The Kebel Queen.

Fate.

T
By GEORGE R. SIHS.

London s Heart.
| Rogues and Vagabonds.

By H. BINDLOSS.—Ainslie's Ju-ju.

By MoD. BODKIN, K.C.
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective.

By DICK DONOYAN.
Man from Manchester. I The Man-Hunter. __ _ _
Wanted 1 The Mystery of Jamaica] A rn4infw e®* P0** E£81BLI<:
Dark Deeds. Terrace. 7 A/p"*** Sweetheart

| The Drift of
Tales of Terror. | Vincent Trill, Detective.

By G. H. FENN.—A Crimson Crime.

By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shirts.

By Major ARTHUR GRIFFITHS.
No. 95 ; and Blue Blood.

By OWEN HALL.—Track of a Storm.

By BRET HARTE.
Luck Roaring Camp. &c. I Col. Starbottle's Client.
In a Hollow of the HilK I Protegee ofJack Hamlin's
Sappho of Green Springs.

|
Sally Dows.

By HEADON HILL.—Zambra, the Detective.

By FERGUS HUME.—The Lady from Nowhere
By EDMUND MITCHELL.

Plotters of Paris.. | The Temple of Death.
Towards the Eternal Snows.

By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Luck ofGerard Ridgeley. 1 The King's Assegai.

By J. E. MUDDOOK.
id Mai ' - - -

-Maid Marian and Robin Hood.
By CHRISTIE MURRAY.—His Own Ghost

e M ByOUIDA.
Syrlin.

J
The Waters of Edera.

By JAS. PAYN.-Modern Dick Whittington.
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By FRANK STOCKTON.
\ The Young Master of Hyson Hall.

By SUNDOWNER.—Tale ofthe Serpent.

By SARAH TYTLER.-Citoyenne Jacqueline.

ALLEN UPWARD.—Queen against Owen.
By F. WARDEN. Joan, the Curate.

BYRON WEBBER. -Sport and Spangles.

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends.

By LOUIS ZANGWILL.
A Nineteenth-Centurv Miracle.

SIXPENNY COPYRIGHT NOVELS.
By GRANT ALLEN.-The Tents ofSbem.
By FRANK BARRETT.- Fettered for Life.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.
The Grand Babylon Hotel.

By WALTER BESANT.
Children of Gibeoa

|
All Sorts and Conditionsof

For Faith and Freedom. I Men.
Dorothy Forster. | The Orange Girl.

By BESANT and RICE.
The Golden Butterfly. I Ready-Money Mortiboy
ThelMonks of Thelema, The Chaplain of the Fleet

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of the Sword. I God and the Man,

By S. BARING-GOULD.
Red Spider. I Eve

By HALL CAINE.
A Son of Hagar | The Deemster.

The Shadow of a Crime.
By WILKIB COLLINS.

Armadale. | No Name. I Man and W.fe.
The Moonstone. The Dead Secret.
The Woman in White. The New Magdalen.

By B. M. CROKER.
Diana Barringtoil. I Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage. I Beyond the Pale.
By B. LEPELLETIER.—Madame Sans-Gene.
By B. LYNN LINTON.-Patricia Kemball.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.-Joseph s Coat.
By HUME N ISBET.—Bail Up 1By OUIDA.

vFxai I ¥0ths
. JT

Strathmom.
| Tricotrin.HS? l" Bonda8«- I Under Two Flags.

I Chandos.
Ihe Massarenes.

| Friendship.
| Ariadne.

w u . «r ?* ,AMBS PAYN.
Walters Word.

| Lost Sir Massingberd.
By CHARLES RBADE.

Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play. | Hard Cash.
Peg Woffington ; and

Christie Johnstone.
A Terrible Temptation.

Put Yourself in His Place.
The Cloister and the
Hearth.

Never Too Late to Mend.
The Double Marriage.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.—The Convict Ship.
By GEORGE R. 8IMS.—Mary Jane's Memoirs.

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights .'

By WILLIAM WESTALL.-The Old Factory.
By BMILE ZOLA.

The Downfall.
| The Dram-Shop.

Lourdes. f Rome. | Paris.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
A Short History of Our Own Times.

Unwin Brothers, Ltd., Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill, London, E.Q,
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